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Rating: NCI 


10/4/02 Las Vegas, NV (post Las Vegas show - stopped early) 


Mark signed the last autograph and posed for the last picture, then headed for the hotel. He got off the 
elevator and passed his own door, he wanted to check on Scott. They hadn't really expected his voice to just 
give out like it did and he wanted to see how he was doing. 


He knocked on the door, calling out to Scott. "Hey, its me, open up." 


A moment later the door swung open, revealing Scott in a wifebeater and boxers. He gestured to come in and 
turned to wander back towards the sitting area, flopping down on the sofa He picked up a beer from the 
coffee table and offered it to Mark, not looking at him. 


Mark took the beer and sat down in a chair, watching Scott carefully. "That kind of sucked tonight, didn't it? | 
didn't expect it to go quite like that. How are you feeling now? Got any of your voice left?" 


Scott shook his head a little, holding up his fingers to indicate "A little," he rasped out, then started coughing. 
He picked up an open beer off the table and took a sip, wincing as he swallowed. "Sorry." 


Mark winced when Scott coughed, nearly feeling the pain in his own chest. "Don't you think water might be 
better than beer? I'll go grab you a bottle" Mark didn't wait for a reply, just put his own drink down and 
headed to get it. He paused when he saw the cigarettes and dip. "I know you can't help getting sick, Scott, but 
maybe if you laid off the tobacco, it would help a litle." 


He could hear Scott's sigh from where he was standing. "Fuck off" More coughing followed the heels of the 


words. 


Mark let out a sigh of his own and carried the water back, tossing it on the sofa next to Scott. "lm just trying 
to help and you know it. Scott, | know you can't be any happier with what happened than anyone else is. The 
least you could do is give it a shot" 


Scott glowered at him. "Yes, Mom." But he picked up the water bottle and took a sip. 


Mark felt the grin tugging at his lips, at least he was listening and giving it a little thought. "| remember how 
fucking hard it was for me to quit. There were times | didn't think | could do it, but you know I've never felt 
better in my life since | did" He chugged some of his beer, letting out a belch and smiling. "Much better. You 
tired and | should just leave?" 


Scott shrugged, fidgeting with the water bottle. 


It wasn't often Scott lacked words, Mark noted.. or did he just lack the ability to speak them? Scotts mood was 


never difficult to read, however, and Mark could see the unhappiness behind his eyes. 


He leaned forward. "It happens, we all get sick, it's just that we don't all sing and that makes it harder." Mark 
looked closer, trying to figure out if those were tears welling up, or if he just couldn't see his eyes well 
enough. "Scott? Its not worth getting so upset about that you make yourself even worse. | know we don't like 


it when we have to postpone shows, but if you can't sing, you can't sing." 


"What about all those people?" His voice was like sandpaper. “All paid fifty bucks and | can't do the fucking 


show." 


Mark didn't know how he'd sung as many as he had, considering how bad he sounded now. He got up and moved 
to sit beside him, putting a hand on his back, hoping to reassure him somehow. "We'll come up with something. 


Right now we just need to get you better, we're on the last leg at least" 


Scott sighed and leaned back, pressing Mark's hand against the sofa. "I'm so tired of being sick. It's like | never 
get better anymore, it's always something, and its always making me let people down. Too much of this tour's 


been canceled for me already and now there's gonna be more." 


It couldn't be denied, some of the tour had already been canceled for him, but Mark didn't want to see him 
beat himself up on top of everything else. He pulled his hand out, letting it rest on Scott's shoulder. "Hopefully 
this is the last of the cancellations and we'll just make it up when we had breaks planned. 


"We can also talk to the doctor, see if there's anything else he can recommend that might boost you up. Even 
if it doesn't seem like it, we do understand getting sick.it's just what | said earlier, if it kind of looks like you're 


making an effort too, everyone will be even more understanding." 


"Fuck, Mark, | AM making an effort!" He stood abruptly and paced a few steps. "I'm not partying, l'm not going 
home as much as | want, excuse me for having a smoke every now and then, because quitting is NOT going to 


help me de-stress." 


Mark stared at him for a moment. "Do you even know what you need to *de-stress*, because | sure as hell 


don't." 


Scott sighed. "I don't know, alright? l'm sorry. l'm just tired and pissed that l'm sick again. Just don't nag me, 
alright? I've got enough shit to deal with without you picking on my smoking. Maybe you should lay off the 
pot." 


"My pot doesn't affect my playing," Mark shot back. "lm not nagging you, l'm just trying to help, maybe you 


should let me." 


"And thats your grand plan? Get me to kick tobacco? | think its gonna take a bit more than that, Mark," Scott 


sniped. 


"Its a start, better than what you're coming up with, unless there's something else you aren't sharing with us. 


That's another thing, Scott, you're looking more and more anti-social every day, ya know." 
"That would be part of not partying and trying to get more rest, genius." 


"Yeah, and it's really working for you. Forget it, Scott, just do what you want, you always do anyway." Mark 
stood up and headed for the door, but stopped just before he reached it. 


He turned around, seeing Scotts narrowed eyes watching him. "Just go to bed and get some sleep, we'll talk to 


the doctor tomorrow and see what he suggests. | just want you to feel better too." 
Fine. Whatever. Do what you want" 


Mark shrugged and grinned, leaving Scott to wonder why after what he'd just said. "You might not like it if | 
made that a habit." 


10/9/02, Los Angeles, CA (base hotel, prior to Alcatraz show) 
Scott handed Mark a beer and sat down beside him. "Jeff still wants us to do the show tomorrow: 


Mark took a drink and looked at Scott. "I know, | talked to him too. We can't do it if you can't sing," he said, 


staring into Scott's eyes. 

Scott sighed. "His point was | can sing if | take drugs." 

"It sounds like you don't really want to, and | don't blame you, but we need to figure it out quick, there are a 
lot of people coming in for it" He didn't want to pressure him, but all the cancellations this tour weren't doing 


wonders for their reputation. 


"I know; believe me, | know. | want to do the show, | really don't want to cancel it, but that shit fucks me 


*up *" 


Mark looked down at his beer, frowning. "Its just once, | think it will be okay, Scott. | wouldn't say that if | 
didn't mean it, but l'm not going to try to force you to do it" He met Scotts eyes again; he knew Scott wasn't 
any happier than the rest of them about how the last several days had gone. 


Scott sniffed and wiped at his nose, looking doubtful. "Yeah, if it can just be once.. maybe we can swing that, 
maybe there's enough time for me to get off it before we start the regular tour back up." 


Mark nodded, a big part of him relieved Scott was leaning toward doing it. He was eager to get back on stage 
and play for their fans. He also thought it might do Scott some good, it might cheer him up a little. He tried 
not to smile much, but was already getting excited as his mind moved on. "So we should call Jeff, or do you 


want to think about it a little more?" 


Scott frowned. "I don't know. Dr. Sugarman doesn't like the idea at all, he says that my singing like this could 


damage my voice permanently." 
"Your choice, Scott, but like you said, if its just once, there shouldn't be any lasting effects?" 


Scott pondered it for a moment, not liking the idea but knowing it was the best option they had. "Maybe," he 


agreed reluctantly. 


Mark sat back and folded his arms over his chest. "We don't have to do it if you're just not ready, Scott, but 


you have to make your decision and quick." 


Scott leaned back on the sofa and sighed. "Alright. Call Jeff. Why not." He rubbed a hand over his face and 


closed his eyes. 


Mark got his phone, looking up Jeff when they heard a knock on the door. He looked at it and then at Scott, 


getting up to answer it. "Expecting someone?" 


"Probably Jeff to plead his case some more," Scott said with a tinge of sarcasm. Mark opened the door and 
Scott looked at the guest with confusion "Dr. Kipper, what are you doing here?" 


"Mr. Hanson called me," the man responded. "May | come in?" 
A flash of irritation crossed Scott's face. "Sure, come on in. We were just about to contact you anyway." 


The doctor smiled and walked in, setting his briefcase on the coffee table. "Mr. Hanson was confident you'd not 


want to let your fans down. | certainly respect that." 


Scott shifted a little, frowning. "Before we do this, Doctor, I'd like to know if | can be off this by our next show. 
| don't want to be stuck on this shit the rest of the tour." 


‘Of course, you have ten days, that should be adequate provided that your throat heals acceptably." Kipper 


opened up his briefcase and began to prepare a syringe. 


Mark's face paled when he saw the needle. He stood up, stuttering. "I, ah, | think I'm going.l'm just gonna go to 
the bathroom," he muttered. 


Scotts eyes went to him, pleading quietly. "Mark, don't leave, okay?" 


Mark took a deep breath, he knew Scott wasn't sure of this and he had to admit it he hadn't discouraged it. He 
was ready to play and it wasn't him getting the shot. He walked back over and sat down across from him, 
focusing on Scott's eyes, only wanting to see them, not what the doctor was doing to him. He stared resolutely, 
ignoring the sight his peripheral vision offered. 


Scott raised his chin, exposing his throat as Kipper swabbed it with alcohol. He locked eyes with Mark, clenching 
his hands over his knees as he waited. The needle slid in swiftly, Scott's jaw tightening but holding back the 
wince until the needle left. "Fuck," he hissed, reaching up to massage the spot on the side of his neck 

Mark jumped up then, his stomach churning. "I'll be right back" He dashed for the bathroom, getting over the 
toilet just in time. He groaned and straightened, rinsing his mouth out quickly. He looked at himself and rubbed 


his own neck. He had to give Scott credit for even doing it, because he now knew he couldn't. 


He walked back out, seeing the doctor packing up. "We should be good for the show now, right?" He turned back 
to Scott, "I guess I'll call Jeff now, unless you want To." 


"I think Jeff already knows," Scott said, making a face. 
Dr. Kipper smiled at Mark. "That wasn't even bad, he took it like a pro." 
"| ¥am* a pro," Scott grumbled. 


"Yes, of course. You should be fine by tomorrow, the swelling should be notably reduced. Let me know if you 
have any unusual side effects; otherwise, I'll see you next time." 


"Thank you, Doctor," Scott said politely, and Kipper let himself out. 
Mark sat back down. "Damn, | don't know how you did it. | guess | didn't really think about exactly what it 
entailed, but you know how | am with needles period" He gave Scott a small smile and knocked fists with him. 


Ill be okay, he said you'll be fine in a few days." 


Scott smiled grimly. "Yeah, but I'll spend some of my own time bowing before the porcelain god before then" 
He gripped Mark's shoulder. "Thanks for sticking around, though." 


"No problem. That's what friends are for, right?" He frowned for a moment, "It was kind of presumptuous for 


Jeff to go ahead and send him over though." 


Scott frowned, as well. "Yeah, and | don't appreciate it. But what can you do, | guess." He rubbed at his throat 
absently. "Is a tough spot for Jeff, too, | can understand that." 


"Is hard for all of us." Mark looked around absently. "Do you have the schedule for tomorrow? | guess now 


that we're going to do the show, we might as well see what all is planned for when" 


"They want to shoot us taking a tour of the prison, and some corporate meet-and-greet bullshit. We were 


supposed to have dinner with some suits tonight | think, but that got cancelled, thank God." 


"Okay," Mark nodded. "That doesn't sound too bad" He stood up and started walking back and forth in a line. "It's 
just gonna be fucking cold, so you should probably stay as wrapped up as possible while you can. It's not 
Aamer the asshole at the prison with us, is it?" 


"Fuck, | hope not. The guy is duller than watching paint dry. And don't worry, I'll bring a jacket. And a hat. And 
mittens if | can find them. | fucking hate cold weather." 


Mark laughed. "I don't much like it myself. Maybe it wouldn't bother me if we'd stayed in Detroit, but then | 
wouldn't be here either, so it all works out." Mark's fingers were already itching. "I'm going to my room, l'm 


going to practice a little. You want to come with me?" he offered. 


Scott chuckled a little. "I can't sing yet, you moron. And l'm probably gonna start feeling like shit soon so I'l 


spare you." 


Mark grinned. "I didn't mean you had to sing, you could just listen to me, jackass. Alright, call me if you need 
me for anything.” 


"Thanks, man. See you bright and early." 


"Yep, night, Scott." 


Chapter 2 


10/10/02, Los Angeles, CA (post Alcatraz, base hotel in Los Angeles) 


Mark closed the door behind him, following Scott into his room and heading straight for the refrigerator and 
the beer it held. "Hey, want one? | don't know if it will help you get your shirt buttoned right and it sure won't 
help you keep your ass in your pants," he laughed. 


Scott bent over and wiggled his ass. "You know you like the view, c'mon" 


Mark got two and hurried over, hitting Scott in the ass with a bottle. "Nah, that should be Flip liking the view, 
he gets to see it often enough," he grinned. "Besides, I'm the cute one, remember? Words from your own 


mouth, so if anyone likes the view, it has to be you!" 


"Now if only you had an ass to split your pants with," Scott needled, collapsing on the sofa. "Gotta pass on the 
beer, my stomach's unhappy from the drugs, unhappier from the boat and the plane and | think beer might 
push it over the edge." 


Mark put them down, sitting up and frowning. He leaned closer, looking harder at Scott. "Why didn't you say 
anything sooner? | didn’t realize you were feeling that bad" He reached up and put the back of his hand on 
Scott's forehead, then his cheek, trying to see if he felt fevered. 


Scott shrugged. "Too busy trying to not dry heave. Good thing | didn't eat anything today. But | feel a lot 


better now that we're on solid ground” He leaned into Mark's cool hand. "That feels good" 


Mark gave him a small smile, feeling guilty for not having figured out how bad Scott must still feel, in spite of 
the shot, or because of it. "lm sorry. Yeah, you feel feverish. | don't know if you want it now, but | can get 
you a blanket. You're probably going to get cold soon" He pushed Scott's shoulder gently, smiling. "And even 


though I'm hot, its not enough to warm you up from a distance," he teased again. 


"Hmm, yeah, but who said anything about distance?" Scott shot back, playfully cuddling up against him. "You're 
plenty warm right now" He closed his eyes and rested his head on his shoulder. "That actually feels really 


good," he mumbled. 


Mark looked at him and shook his head with a smile. He leaned back against the couch, trying not to disturb 
Scott too much. "Sure thing, use me." He looked at the remote, wishing he'd picked it up already since Scott 
seemed to be getting comfortable, but instead folded his arms over his chest and stared up at the ceiling. "It 
was a good show, thanks for giving us your best" 


"Wish | could've done the whole show," he murmured. "Great crowd. You guys were good about picking up my 


slack, thanks." 


"Team effort." Mark leaned his own head over, on Scott's. "You did what you could and we all appreciate it. | 


meant what | said about the shot, | couldn't have done that." 


"Yeah, ‘cause you're a wuss," Scott teased. "And the shots suck, but you gotta do what you gotta do.." He 
shivered a little. 


Mark felt him shiver and shifted, moving his arm around Scotts shoulders and rubbing his arm briskly. "You're 
getting cold, I'll go get a blanket" 


"kay." 


He got up and went to the bedroom, grabbing one. He stopped at the thermostat, bumping it up some, before 
going back to Scott. He unfolded it and bent down, tucking it around him carefully. He lifted Scotts chin, looking 


in his eyes. "ls that better? Are you warming up?" 


"You were warmer," he said with a wink. "I think you missed your calling, Mark, you're obviously supposed to 


be a nurse." 


Mark grinned and sat down next to him, picking up the remote. "Keep it up." He shivered a little himself, 
muttering. "I just turned the heat up, not down, why does it feel colder?" 


"Cause l'm just as hot as you are," Scott said, wiggling his eyebrows at him as he leaned against him again 


"Don't consider yourself immune to my extreme attractiveness." 


Mark laughed and turned on the tv. "Alright then, extremely attractive one, share the damn blanket until | 
warm up." He lifted and began to pull at the edge of it that was still wrapped around Scott. 


Scott let him have it and scooted closer. "I knew you couldn't resist my charm. It was fucking cold out there. 
And it had to be raining too. My cold is just gonna love this." As if to punctuate his statement, he began to 


cough. 


Mark opened his mouth, but closed it when Scott jerked forward, coughing spasms overtaking him. He frowned 
at the violence of it, leaning forward himself and rubbing Scott's back. He made circles with his hands, trying 
to soothe him while waiting for it to pass. He looked down at Scott's head when Scott leaned back against him, 
his eyes closed as he tried to take deep breaths. "Are you gonna be okay?" 


"Yeah," Scott rasped out. "But | don't mind if you rub my back a little more, | don't know that it loosens 
anything, but the pressure feels good." 


"You'll need to sit up a little then," Mark told him. 


"No, | don't," Scott said, moving and grabbing a pillow and putting it in Mark's lap. He curled up under the 
blanket on his side, leaving his back exposed and letting out another small cough. 


Mark worried about that cough, given the conditions of the evening and Scott's remark on his own concern. He 
rubbed his back, staring down at him and seeing Scott's lashes resting on his cheeks. "If you're that worn out, | 


can go," he offered softly. 
"No," Scott murmured, "its not that, its the heat of your hands, it's relaxing.’ 


Mark heard his sigh when he hit a good spot and kept his hands there for a minute, then moved up to his 
shoulders, but it wasn't easy to reach them. He looked down again, Scott was breathing evenly, maybe he had 
fallen asleep. He gently lifted the pillow and slid to the side. God, he looked so tiny and weak all curled up like 
that. 


He leaned down and slipped his arms under him, he couldn't leave him on the sofa like that. When he 
straightened up, holding Scott, he saw Scotts eyes were open and staring at him. 


"You're not feeling good and this isn't as comfortable as the bed will be," he offered by way of explanation. 
A soft smile curved his lips and he leaned into Mark's shoulder. "Thanks, Mark" 


Mark returned the smile and carried him into the bedroom, laying him down on it, and reaching over him to 


pull the covers back. He braced himself over Scott, "Lift up a little and let me pull it out from under you." 


Scott grasped Mark's shoulders and lifted himself a bit, grinning. "You're gonna spoil me, Mark" He leaned up a 
touch more and brushed his lips over Mark's before drawing back. "Thank you. It really means a lot that you 


care this much." 


"You know | do," Mark told him, slight confusion on his face. That was a first, Scott kissing him somewhere 
other than the cheek. He tucked the covers around him, leaning in closer and putting his hand on his forehead 
again "You don't feel any warmer than earlier." His hand brushed over Scotts throat next. "You don't seem as 


swollen either." He straightened up and looked down at Scott. "Get some rest and I'll come back in the morning." 


Scott smiled and closed his eyes. "Night, Mark" 


* 


Mark got up the next morning, putting his wallet in his pocket and grabbing the two key cards off the dresser. 
He looked at them, one was his and the other had to be to Scott's room, he didn't realize he still had it. He 
walked down the hall and knocked on the door, frowning when Scott didn't answer. Maybe he had gone 
downstairs to get breakfast already. He put it in the door, figuring he'd call Flip and Brett's rooms to see if 
they were there or not. 


He walked in, calling out first. "Scott? You here?" No answer. He walked to the bedroom and pushed the door 


open, a small gasp escaping him when he saw Scott curled up on the bed, shaking. The covers were kicked off 


and he rushed over, putting a hand on Scott's forehead, finding him burning up. "Shit." He shook him gently. 
"Scott?" A soft whimper came from Scott's throat, and he curled up even tighter into himself. His hair was 
damp around his temples and Mark could see where his shirt was sticking to his back. 


Mark pulled the covers up over him. "I'll be right back" He went to the bathroom and wet a washcloth, going 
back and sitting down next to Scott, pulling him up and working his shirt off. It wasn't easy and Scott shivered 


harder. 


He threw his shirt to the floor and wiped Scott's face, moving to his arms and chest next. He laid him back 
down and pulled the covers tight around him again, whispering. "There, that might help some." 


"S-so cold." Scott pulled the blanket up around his chin and peered at Mark through slitted eyes. "I feel like s- 
shit." 


"I can tell. | need to call the doctor, get him up here to give you something. He should have something to help 
you sleep and get the fever to break," Mark told him, reaching for his phone. 


"S fucking doctor made me s-sick in the first p-place," Scott grumbled, working the blankets up so only his 
eyes peeked out. 


"I know, but he may be the only one that can help right now too." 


"Fine." He curled up on his side, nestling around where Mark was sitting. "Call the fucking doctor." Coughs 
followed on the heels of his words, deep and wet. 


Mark grimaced when he coughed and made the call short, asking the doctor to get to Scott's room as soon as 
he could. He noticed the way Scott was curled up to him and shifted, moving over Scott and laying down beside 
him, against his back. "Here, I've always heard body heat warms someone up faster anyway." He put one arm 
over Scott and worked the other underneath his neck, pulling him back against him. 

Scott chuckled, then began to cough. When it subsided he croaked, "You comin’ on to me, Mark?" 


"Yeah, right," Mark grinned. "It had to be the split pants last night, filled me with uncontrollable lust for a 


convalescent." 


Scott began to laugh and it quickly transformed into coughing again "You're just dreaming of what you can do 


with that hole in my pants." 


He closed his eyes at the harshness of the cough. "Careful, Stapp, you're going to give me ideas and make me 


think you want it, especially the way you keep cuddling with me," he teased back softly. 


"Can't help that you're hot," Scott returned with a grin. "Literally." 


Mark laughed. "Not many people can. Are you warming up at all yet?" 

"Better." He was still shaking a little, but not like before. "You're the one who keeps playing Nurse Mark." 

"Don't worry, I'll collect one day and you can be my nursemaid. How do you feel about short white skirts?" 
"How do you feel about hairy bow legs?" 

Mark laughed harder. "Alright, you win, doesn't sound like the most attractive sight in the world, but I'll still let 
you feed me and give me medicine." He looked over Scott at the clock, wondering if the doctor understood that 
Scott was worse and needed something *now*. 


| can't carry your heavy ass to bed, though, so don't even ask." 


"You like my big strong arms as much as everyone else, just admit it" He flexed them as best he could. "If 


you were feeling better, I'd make you touch them and laugh when your knees went weak" 


Coughs exploded again as Scott shook. "Shit, Mark, don't make me laugh! If | can't resist your arms then you 
can't resist my ass." He wiggled it a little under the covers. 


Mark froze when Scott did that, an uncomfortable feeling overtaking him. He waited a few seconds and then 
moved away from Scott a bit. ‘Sorry about the laughing, you're right, it's not good for you right now, we need 
to get the coughing under control, not aggravate it." 

"Killjoy. Damn l'm tired. And now my head is pounding. It's all that laughing you made me do." 

Mark began to pull away. "I can at least get you some aspirin or something for the headache." 


"That'd be good, thanks." 


Mark got up and brought two aspirin and a glass of water back to the bed He sat down next to Scott and held 


it out. "Here you go, wuss," he grinned. 


"Your bedside manner has suddenly started to suck," Scott teased, trying to sit up without losing too much 


heat from the covers. 


"You were the one who kept telling me | was getting too touchy feely." He forced a small smile as he watched 
Scott choke down the combination. "Hurts, doesn't it?" 


"My throat is #raw*," Scott said with a groan. "Hell, *everything® hurts.. | would think | had the flu except 
it's not the season; instead | just have about three different things all at once." 


Mark pushed the sticky hair back from Scot's face. "lm sorry. You know I'm going to kick your ass if | get it 


from being all sucked up with you," he joked. 

"No, that'd be great, if you get sick then at least | won't be the one we're canceling shows for anymore," Scott 
said wryly. He reached back to pull his hair away from his neck. "Jagger's getting teased at school for having 
long hair, but he doesn't want to cut it.. I'm thinking maybe if | cut mine he'll cut his." 


"You sure you want to do that? You haven't had short hair in years, it could be bad if you don't like it?" Mark 


leaned forward, letting his fingers pull out a strand. "But it is really long now, longer than it has ever been" 


"tll grow back, I'm more concerned with Jagger, | don't want him getting teased in fucking preschool, that's 


way too young for that shit." 


Mark sat back. "You're right." He rubbed a hand over his own head and grinned. "Gonna do it short like Uncle 
Mark's?" 


Scott eyed him exaggeratedly. "Oh HELL no. I'm not crazy. And | don't have to hide a receding hairline.’ 

"Ouch!" Mark exclaimed, a smile still tugging at his lips. "Damn, Stapp, I'm not going to be your nurse ever again, 
give a guy a complex and make him think he's looking nasty unattractive just because of a little hereditary 
hair issue." 

Scott began to laugh and then stopped himself abruptly, just letting out one small cough. "First you say | think 
you're hot, now | think you're nasty unattractive, make up your mind." But his brow creased a little. "Ugh, my 
stomach's not loving the aspirin" 

Mark frowned. "Are you gonna get sick? Need a trash can or the toilet?" 

"| don't know." He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths. "Maybe it'll go away." 


Mark got up. "I'll get the garbage can, just in case." 


"Could | *get* any sicker?" Scott half-whined, half-whispered as the color drained from his face and a 
renewed sweat broke out on his forehead. 


Mark came back and put the can down and picked up the washcloth again, wiping Scot's face. "Shit, you'd think 


the fucking doctor would at least let us know how far away he is." 
Scott moaned softly in response, then croaked "Yeah.. need the trash can" 


Mark picked it up, holding it at the edge of the bed as Scotts body rid itself of nothing but bile. He pulled his 
hair back with the other hand, a grimace on his lips. “Sorry, | didn't think about it doing that to you." 


Scott remained over the can for a moment until his body was done heaving. "Me either," he said, trying to 


catch his breath. He spat into the can and sat back up, leaning back against the headboard. "Shit. Sorry. Bet you 


wish you'd just gone to breakfast now." He wiped at his nose. 


"Ah, not anymore," Mark grinned, looking around for the tissue and bringing it to Scott. "At least you're not 


shaking from the cold anymore." 


I'd rather be cold," Scott retorted, blowing his nose. "And | will be when | get back from brushing my teeth. 
Damn, | feel disgusting." He threw the blankets off and went into the bathroom, brushing his teeth quickly, 
though his hand shook as he put the toothbrush away. He splashed some water on his face and then hurried 
back to the bed, rubbing his bare arms. 


"Cold again?" Mark asked, coming back into the room with a bottle of soda. He walked to the bed, offering it to 
Scott. "I thought it might help your stomach." 


Scott wrapped the blankets tightly around his shoulders and eyed the soda skeptically. "Give it a minute to 
settle down. | don't feel like testing it at the moment." 


Mark put it on the table beside the bed and sat beside Scott. "Think you're going to get sick again?" 


"Not so long as my stomach's empty." He gave a small smile and then laid his head back down on the pillow. 


"l'm exhausted, man." 


Mark pushed his hair away from his face, tucking it behind his ear. "I'l--" he stopped and got up when they 
heard the knock at the door. "Must be the doctor, I'll go let him in" 


"Thanks." Scott closed his eyes. 


Mark opened the door. "Glad you could make it," he said, a hint of sarcasm. "He's in the bedroom, coughing and 
throwing up." 


'| apologize for taking so long, but traffic isn't very conducive to fast travel," Kipper replied. "I'm sure I've got 
something to make him feel better." They walked into the bedroom and Kipper began to examine Scott. He 
quizzed him on his response to the shot, the cause of the nausea, and the conditions of the previous day. 
When they were done Kipper pulled out several pill bottles and explained what each was for - his cough, his 


fever, his throat, his nausea. Take regularly with crackers, or more food if his stomach could handle it. 


"| can make you feel better but the virus is going to have to run its course, so don't overexert yourself in 
the meantime," Kipper instructed. "You should be better in a few days." 


Mark frowned, having heard everything and seeing the different bottles. "You don't have just one for him? 
Some sort of antibiotic to address pretty much everything? That's a lot of pills, Doctor." 


‘Its a virus, it can't be treated with an antibiotic. | can treat the symptoms or your friend can keep feeling 


like he does now." 
Mark looked at Scott, still frowning. "Fine, | just figured it didn't hurt to ask." 


Scott shrugged and Kipper replied, "It never does, your concern is good, it means you care." He smiled at Mark 


and then at Scott. "If there's nothing else | can do for you Ill be going” 
Mark raised a brow. "Scott, anything else you need 

"Just to feel better," Scott replied. "Thanks for your time, Doctor” 
"You're welcome." Kipper nodded to them both and walked out 


Mark trailed behind the doctor until the door closed and then went back to the bedroom. "Is there anything | 


can do or do you just want to go back to sleep or something?" 
"Sleep would be great, if | can. Can you find me some crackers so | can take these?" 


"Sure." He left him there and went to search the food stash, finding some crackers and taking them back. 
"Anything else?" 


| don't think so, thanks Mark" Scott sat up and smiled at him. "You can go eat if you've still got any appetite." 


“Alright. l'm gonna go see if | can find Flip or Brett. I'll hang onto your key and come back in a little while and 
check on you, okay?" 


"Sounds good, stay out of trouble." 


10/15/02, Los Angeles, CA 

Scott stopped outside Mark's bus, hearing angry voices coming from inside. 

"This tour needs to start back up, Mark, and you know it" 

Jeff. Giving Mark a hard time, apparently. 

"Yes, | know that, but if he's not well, it's not as if we can do it without him," Mark snapped. 


"He'll be fine, Mark. I'm sure he can handle another shot," Jeff prodded. 


"Fuck, Jeff, I'm not! | was with him for the last one and it made me throw up! He was nervous about it then, 


I'm damn sure he'd prefer not to do it again" 


"He's the singer, Mark, he has to make sacrifices for the good of the band, and it's only temporary. Just bring 
it up with him, see if he's receptive to it." 


Scott clenched his fists, but let them relax when Mark answered, his tone firm. 

Ase 

"Why not?" 

"| already told you, | watched him get that fucking shot, | won't ever ask him to do it again" 


"What about pills? If he starts now with pills, he should be ready to sing soon If you're that against the shots, 
then talk to him about pills. They'll do the trick and he can be weaned off them." 


"l said no, Jeff! If you want him to use that shit, you ask him!" 

"But you're the one he listens to the most, Mark. If you-" 

"No!" Mark yelled. "This discussion is over, Jeff" 

"Ill talk to you later then" Jeff got off the bus, muttering under his breath. "Pussy." 
"Hi, Jeff," Scott said calmly. 


"Scott," Jeff responded warily, not sure how much Scott had heard. "I was coming to talk to you anyway so | 


guess now is as good a time as any.” 
"Sure, what's on your mind?" Scott crossed his arms. 


Jeff shifted uncomfortably, mentally cursing Mark and knowing it would have gone better coming from him. 
"You know the LA show is coming up and we need you to be ready for it.” 


"Nobody knows this more than me." 
"Think you will be? I've talked to Dr. Kipper and | think he has a way to help if you're not sure." 
Scott sighed and looked away. "I really don't want to go back on the steroids, Jeff." 


"We #need* to get back on schedule, Scott, and it will only be temporary. Once you're back to 100%, you can 
get off them." 


Scott gestured impatiently. "But that won't happen, and you know it! If we start doing the shows again, my 
voice isn't going to heal until the tour *ends*. IF it even heals then. Dr. Kipper says he can help, but Dr. 


Sugarman says that continuing to put this kind of strain on my voice could damage it permanently.’ 


"Dr. Sugarman is being overcautious, Dr. Kipper wouldn't do anything to hurt you. Come on, Scott, do you want 
more shit to fly by canceling the same show a *third® time?" Just do it, Scott, he thought. Get off your ass 
and do what you're paid to do. 


Scott clenched his jaw; he knew he couldn't bail on the show three times in a row. "I don't want to cancel it, | 


really don't, but all of the options here SUCK. | don't know what to do, Jeff, I'll be honest about that" 


Jeff latched onto his emotions on canceling it. "That's why l'm your manager, Scott, I'm here to help you make 
these kind of decisions. Everything will be fine, you just need to trust me. | haven't steered you wrong yet, 
have |? You guys are on top of the world" He watched him, adding, "Even as good as Creed is, fans are going 
to get tired of being dumped on. They're fans for a reason, Scott, and that's not to have strings of concerts 


canceled not once, but two or three times.” 
Scott sighed, staring at the ground. "Look, can we not decide this right now? I've gotta think about it." 


"Alright," Jeff acquiesced, "think hard and let me know as soon as possible then I'll be waiting to hear from 
you, Scott" He smiled as he turned and walked off, Scott was going to do it, he could tell. 


Scott took a deep breath and rubbed his hand over his face before knocking on Mark's door. 


Mark heard the knock, directing his attention back to the phone. "Do whatever you want, Victoria, I'm not in 
the fucking mood to do this with you right now." He hung up and went to the door, pissed at Vicky and Jeff 
now, knowing he was going to be more pissed if that was Jeff coming back in. "Hanson, that better not be you!" 
he yelled, opening the door. 


Scott gave him a grim smile. "No, just his latest victim." 


"Fuck," he sighed. "Come on in" He grabbed a beer for himself and turned to Scott, "Want one? Need one, | 
guess | should say.” 


"Need." Scott took the beer and popped the cap off. He gave a deep sigh. "What should | do?" 


Mark sat down across from him, looking in his eyes. "I can't answer that, Scott. I'm not about to sit here and 
tell you to take that shit if you don't want to. As much as | hate canceling, your health is more important to 


me. | want you to be okay later, not just now." 


"But the *band* might not be okay later if | don't do something now." He rested his forehead on his hands. 
“Jeffs right, we can't just cancel this show for the *third® time. It'd be suicide. Bad enough if it was some 


podunk town, but this is fucking *Los Angeles.*" 
Mark sat back. "Sounds like you've made up your mind." 


"| don't know," he whispered. "I just don't know. | fucking *hate* what the steroids do to me. But | don't know 
how | can not take them." 


Mark moved to sit beside him, nudging his shoulder. "I'm here and I'll support you whatever you decide. Creed 
will support you." He took a long draw off the bottle and leaned his head back, sighing again. "Besides, there's 


always more shit than shows it seems lately." 


Scott threw his head back, staring at the ceiling through moist eyes. "And all the shit comes from me. l'm 
sorry. | know you want to just get out there and play." He closed his eyes. 


Mark heard the strain in his voice and sat up, putting an arm around him. "Hey, | didn't mean it like that," he 
said softly. "It's just.another fight with Vicky, that's what | was talking about, not anything to do with you. Look 
at me, Scott. Really, that's what | meant. | was on the phone with her when you knocked and gave me a good 


excuse to hang up." 


Scott smiled a little and leaned his face into Mark's shoulder, taking a shaky breath. "There's still plenty that 
comes from me, you know it as well as | do. You've been really great to me lately and | appreciate it. Vicky's 


lucky to have you, | hope she loves you as much as | do." 


Mark grinned and squeezed him a little harder. "She loves something, | guess. Maybe my arms and chest do it 
for her like they do it for you." 


Scott gave a choked laugh. "I've certainly taken advantage of them enough, haven't |? If she ever doesn't 


appreciate you enough you'll have to let me know, I'll make up for it” 


"Sure | will," Mark teased. "Ill just call you up and say | need appreciation and sex, fix it. Because if she's not 


happy with me, | damn sure won't be getting either." 
"Then I'll make sure to make you feel all better," Scott teased. "I'll rent you a porno and give you a massage." 
Mark laughed. "So | get to jerk myself off while you rub my back? Nah, | don't think that would quite do it." 


"Oh, who said anything about that kind of massage?" Scott grinned. He sat up a little and leaned in to Mark. "I 
bet | can make you feel appreciated" His lips brushed over Mark's, pulling a little, soft and warm and 
unintruding. "Because | really do." He pulled away and put his head back on Mark's shoulder. 


Mark sat still for a moment, that was the second kiss, as brief as it had been the first time. He relaxed and 
leaned his own head on Scotts. "I know you do." He chuckled, "And your idea of a massage sounds better than 


mine.” 


"OF course, I'm the brains in this joint.” Scott smiled "You're the rock." 


"l'Il take that as a compliment,” Mark grinned, "though its known far and wide I'm not exactly a genius." He 


drained his bottle. "Want another beer?" 


"Maybe I'll just finish this one." Scott picked up his untouched bottle and took a pull. "And you're the guitar 


genius, no doubt about it." 
Mark got up and got himself another bottle. "We're a team, you come up with the words and | fill in the rest" 


"Match made in heaven" Scott smiled. "Now we just have to go back to electrifying the world with our 


collective genius." 


Mark moved to stand in front of him, holding out his bottle and smiling. "I'll drink to that His smile faded a bit. 
"But we don't have to start with LA if you're just not ready." 


Scotts smile turned grim. "Yes we do. I'll just have to be ready." 


Mark nodded. "Just keep me in the loop then, | want to know what's going on" He tried to lighten things a bit 
then. "Planning to split your pants and show us your ass again?" 


‘In your dreams, Mark" Scott winked. "Maybe I'll even go commando this time." 


Mark laughed loudly. "Stapp, | see your commando ass all the time if we end up in the shower room together.” 
He sat back down across from him. "Yep, go ahead and try it, I'll make sure everyone gooses you if they split” 


"That would be you and Brett, since nobody else can reach me." He wiggled his brows at Mark. "I knew you 


wanted me." 


"Yeah, | get a hard on every time | think you're not looking at me," he grinned. "Don't forget, you were cuddling 


up to Nurse Mark, | think you had some little fantasy in your head," he teased back. 


"You were the one carrying me to bed in your big strong arms," Scott retorted with a grin. "You were the one 


spooning with me in the morning." 


"And if you tell anyone, I'll kill you." He smiled. "I can't have people thinking l'm not a big strong man. | have 
fantasies to instigate, you know," he said, putting his beer down and flexing his arm, squeezing it with his other 
hand. He nodded affirmatively, "See, thats what hard work and protein bars will do for you." He ended it with a 
laugh. "Don't tell me I'm full of it, | already know." 


"You think you're the only one who does hard work and inspires fantasies?" Scott flexed his arms. "Not too 


shabby if | do say so, especially considering how long I've been laid up. Your arms, on the other hand, are 


freakishly big." 


Mark gasped in mock offense. "That's just wrong, Scott, there's only one freakishly big part of me and | haven't 
shown that to you." 


Scott started to laugh. "First of all, you aren't alone in the locker room, and | stand by my statement that it's 
your ARMS that are freakishly big. Punk” 


Mark stood up, pretending to start unbuttoning his jeans. "You haven't seen him ready to go," he grinned, then 
looked down and lifted his hands. "And he's not quite ready now either, so | guess that will have to wait for 


another time. Come on, let's go see if we can find the ping pong table so | can whip your ass." 


Scott got up and followed him off the bus. "Ever heard of Viagra?" 


Mark's eyes opened wide and he was immediately awake. He fumbled for the lamp switch, panting breaths 
escaping him. He blinked when the light came on, momentarily blinding him. "Damn," he swore, his whisper 
sounding loud to him. He looked sharply at the other side of the bed and saw it was empty. He glanced around 
the rest of the room, finding it empty as well. His eyes next focused on the tented sheet still partially covering 
his lap. "Fuck," he swore again, getting up and taking a moment to adjust himself before going to the bathroom. 
He turned on the faucet, cupping the cold water and splashing his face and rubbing a cool wet hand over the 
flushed skin on the back of his neck. He looked in the mirror, seeing the water droplets gathered around his 
lashes and dripping off his jaw. "What the hell is wrong with you?" he demanded of the silent Mark staring back 
at him. He reached for the hand towel and wiped his face, throwing it on the counter and going back to the 
bed. He turned on the tv, but his mind went back to the dream. 


It had, at first, been the normal way he dreamed, fractured bits of his real life and odd scenarios compressed 
to make an imagined, sometimes desired, sometimes not, alternate universe. He and Scott were together, 
working on new songs, then he was suddenly at a show, tossing Scott's medicine bottles instead of pics. The 
other guys had been yelling at him to stop, but he assured them it was okay. Once they were all gone, he had 
left for the dressing room, stripping off his shirt, only instead of the dressing room behind the door, it was 
the rented house they used to work on new CDs and Scott was on the sofa with the tv on, watching Mark on 
screen as he threw out his medicine. "That wasn't cool, Mark, now they're gonna know where | live." He had 
joined Scott on the sofa then. "It's not your real address, it will be fine." 


That was when things had turned *really* weird, he thought, blushing even though he was alone in the hotel 
room. He had put Scott in his lap and kissed him. No brush of the lips like Scott had done a couple times lately, 
he had laid one on him, full service. Even now he could almost taste the tobacco from Scott's smoking, left 
over sensory perception from when he himself smoked, he supposed. Scott had responded enthusiastically, his 
fingers sliding behind Mark's neck, across his chest and down his arms. He enjoyed the kiss and the pleasure it 
sent shooting through his body, only breaking it long enough to bury his face in Scott's hair and lay him on the 


floor, kissing and licking his neck while struggling to get them both undressed. He had spread Scott's legs, closed 
his eyes and plunged all the way in on his first stroke. He opened his eyes when he heard a gasp and saw Vicky 
underneath him. That was when he had woken up, startled with a raging hard on. 


He looked at his lap, it was as hard now as it was then But was it for Scott or Vicky? It had definitely been 
for Scott in the dream, but that thought didn't bear deep consideration. He felt himself throbbing and decided 
it didnt matter for now. He got up and pushed off his boxers, going to dig out his lube and put some on his 
palm. He got the towel from the bathroom also, and went back to the bed, finding the porn channel. His thin 
smiled showed satisfaction as he saw a beautiful woman taking on two guys. He gripped himself firmly, his slick 
hand sliding up and down his shaft and his dry one finding his balls. He massaged them expertly, eventually 
holding his hand still and letting his hips thrust up into it. He came minutes later with a groan and a growl. His 
chest heaved from exertion but his body was loose, relaxed and satisfied. He lazily reached for the towel and 
wiped himself off, hating the thought of getting up to wash his hands, but forcing himself to do it anyway. 


*Now® he could go back to sleep, maybe dreamless this time, with no perverted imaginations about a friend. 


Mark decided to forgo stopping by Scotts room and just headed downstairs for breakfast. He blushed at the 
very thought of Scott, still unable to believe the dream he'd had about him, much less that he'd gotten hard 
enough just remembering it to watch porn and jerk off. It had to be because of that kissing stuff, somehow 

he'd have to bring it up and ask him not to do it anymore. 


Scott knocked on Mark's hotel room door. "Hey man, open up, it's me." 


Mark looked at the door, wide eyed. "Fuck!" he hissed. He walked toward it and then turned around, tiptoeing 


back across the room. Maybe if he didn't answer, Scott would leave. 


Scott frowned and knocked again. "Hey Mark, dude, open the door. Flip told me you were in here.. what, are you 


watching a porno or something?" 


Mark squeezed his eyes shut. Damn Flip. He went to the door and opened it, avoiding Scotts gaze. "I was in the 
bathroom. What's up?" He busied himself rooting around in his duffel bag, keeping his back to Scott. 


Scott grinned. "Damn, | was hoping there'd be some of that porno left. Nothing's up, I'm just bored, wanted to 
see if you wanted to do anything." 


"Uh, not today, | think. | still need to lift weights and practice, that will probably be my day." Just go, he 
thought. Don't stand there and talk to me like nothing is wrong. He couldn't control the flush covering his body. 


"Fine, I'll spot you." 


Mark dropped his bag, his back still to Scott. "Flip's going to take care of it, but thanks for the offer." 


Scott frowned. "Well, mind if | lift with you guys anyway? If its not too much trouble." His voice took on a 
slightly sarcastic edge as he stepped a bit closer to try and get a glimpse of Mark's face. 


Flip didn't know a damn thing about spotting him. "Are you sure you should try it? | mean, what with you 
having been so sick and all, maybe you should just keep taking it easy until the show. You don't want to get any 


worse at this point." 


"lm well enough to lift a few weights. | won't do a full workout, Nurse Mark. But use it or lose it, I've lost 


enough. Is something wrong?" Mark wouldn't look at him. 


"No, everything is fine," Mark answered, turning around the opposite direction of Scott and picking up his stuff 
off the dresser, putting it in his pockets. 


Scott decided not to push. "When are you going? I'll meet you down there." 
Mark strapped on his watch. "Probably a couple hours.” 
“Alright. | guess I'll go harass Flip until then" Scott gave Mark a funny look and then turned to go. 


"See ya" Shit, now he needed to call Flip before Scott got to him. He waited until the door closed behind Scott 
and called Flip. "Hey, | need a favor." 


"What?" Flip asked. 


‘Scotts on his way to see you and | told him you were going to spot me later when | lifted weights in a couple 


hours or so. Cover for me?” 

"Okay," Flip said, sounding a bit confused. "Why did you tell him that?" 
"Because he offered to spot me and | didnt want him fo." 

"Why?" 

"Fuck, Flip, | just didn't, okay?" 

"You don't have to get all pissed off, nm not the one lying here." 
Mark rolled his eyes. "Are you gonna cover for me or not?" 


"Yeah, | guess. Am | really spotting you?" 


Mark thought about it, the last thing he wanted was to be face to face with Scott when they were both half 
dressed. "No, but he doesn't need to know that." 


"Then what am | supposed to do when the time to spot you rolls around?" 


‘lm going to disappear for a while, just don't call me or let him call me and by the time | get back, it will be 
too late anyway." 


"What are you up to, Mark?" Flip asked suspiciously. 
"Nothing, | just need some down time." 


"Practice your lying skills while you're having your down time." 
"Later." 


"Yeah." 


Chapter 3 


October 19, 2002, Los Angeles, CA 


Mark got a beer and sat down in the bus. He had to get a grip on himself, it was just a fucking dream and it 
was interfering with almost everything now. He was avoiding Scott like the plague and that was just pissing 
Scott off, and by doing that, he was making things difficult for everyone. He kept brushing Flip off every time 
he asked what was going on, and he was tired of it and this was only the third day. He bent over at the waist, 
staring at the beer bottle dangling between his fingers. They were going to be doing LA tomorrow and they 
were all going to be on stage together. He needed to suck it up and just get over it. 


Scott knocked firmly on the bus door. He was tired of Mark's short temper and bullshit excuses, it was time 
to get this straightened out before they had to get onstage. At least there weren't a lot of people around to 


hear the ensuing argument. 


Mark looked toward the door when he heard the knock on it, and stood up, going to answer it. "Scott.." he 


greeted, hesitance and wariness in his voice. "What's up?" 


| wanted to talk to you." Scott stepped past him into the bus, going to the fridge and grabbing a beer. "Got a 


minute?" 

"Sure," he responded, sitting on the edge of the couch. "But I've only got a few," he chickened out. 
"Why, what's going on?" 

"Oh, you know," he shrugged, lifting the beer to his mouth. "Just stuff," he added after taking a drink. 


"Is it just stuff that's kept you busy for the past several days?" Scott asked, raising his eyebrows. "That kept 
you from making that date in the weight room?" 


Mark looked away, fighting back the blush. Lying to him and standing him up had been a shitty thing to do, but 
he hadn't felt like he'd had much choice. "Yeah, | guess so. It's not that big a deal, Scott, don't worry about it. 


You know I've got a lot on my mind.” 


Like what? So much that you've been avoiding me like the plague? What happened?" Scott tried to keep his 
voice even. "Cause it's a big deal to me even if its not to you, and if something's wrong Id like to know how to 


fix it" 


Mark got up, going for another beer, but still not quite meeting Scotts eyes. "Nothing is wrong and | haven't 
been avoiding you," he lied. "I've just been busy." He pulled an excuse out of the air. "I've just been trying to 
keep my mind off all the crap that's associated with touring and the wedding.’ 


Scott stood, as well. "No, Mark, don't pull that bullshit with me. Anybody with eyes can see that you've been 
avoiding me and you're *still® avoiding me. Why? Did | do anything?" 


He slammed the beer down. "No, Scott, | already fucking told you there's nothing wrong! Can't you just let it go 


for once?" 
"No, I'm not going to fucking let it go! Quit fucking lying to me!" 


Scott took a deep breath and tried to calm down. "Look, you're my best friend, Mark, | love you and | want 
things to be cool between us, and they're not lately. | don't like it, and | don't think you like it, and the only way 
it can get better is if you tell me what's wrong. Please." He sought Mark's eyes, getting him to make contact 
briefly before looking away again. 


He was right, he was absolutely right, and they did have a show to do and he didn't want to faint or run away 
should Scott do his usual and hump his leg. "Promise not to tell anyone? I'm embarrassed enough as it is," he 


sighed. 


"Of course not" Scott felt the anger recede as Mark spoke; he understood embarrassment. "Promise. | want 


you to be able to tell me anything.” He moved closer to him. 


Mark sat down, staring at the floor and wondering how to tell him without wanting to crawl under the bus and 


command someone to drive over him. "The other night. had this.dream. It was really weird" 


Scott nodded, sitting next to him. "Dreams can be strange. They can be inspiring," he said with a small smile, 


‘and they can be scary. Was it about me? What threw you so off?" 


Mark looked up and away, closing his eyes, feeling the humiliation crawl through him. Scott was going to think 
he was a fucking pervert no matter how understanding he seemed right now. "Yeah, you were there. And | was 
there. After that it got to the embarrassing part. Now please tell me | don't have to tell you anymore about 
it, that thats enough." 


"| don't know if that's enough, only you know that." Scott put a hand on Mark's arm. "It's a dream, Mark. Hts 
not the end of the world and its definitely not worth coming between us. l'm not going to think less of you, | 


promise." 


"Oh God," Mark muttered, putting the beer down and his hands over his face. "| *know* it was just a dream, 
that's what I've been telling myself, but when you dream about.messing around..with one of your best friends, 


what the fuck is wrong with you?" 


Scott was silent for a second, absorbing what he said. No wonder he'd been avoiding him. Scott kept his hand on 
Mark, speaking carefully. "I don't know that anything's wrong. We spend a lot of time together, we're really 
close, I'm a touchy-feely person and we've been more physical than usual lately. It seems pretty reasonable to 


me. Why do you think it bothers you so much?" 


"Because I'm not gay!" he said, now facing Scott with a half smile on his face. He turned away again. "| thought 
about it, trying to rationalize it and | wondered if it had anything to do with those couple times you kissed me 
on the lips instead of the cheek | never dreamed anything like that before that happened. Other than that, | 


don't know." 
"Does it bother you that | did that? You didn't say anything at the time." 
"| didn't think it did," he shrugged. "Yeah, | wondered about it a little, but no, it didn't bother me." 


"Good, because | didn't want it to." Scott watched him. "Your dream doesn't bother me, | don't want it to keep 
bothering you. | know you're not gay, I'm not gay either. But the idea doesn't bother me." 


Mark shifted so he could face him, a slight frown on his face. "It really doesn't? You don't think I'm fucking 
disgusting?" 


Scotts brow creased. "Of course not. I've entertained curiosities myself at times.. it doesnt make me gay and 


you tell me, does that make me fucking disgusting?" 


"Hell no," Mark frowned and then began to smile. "Okay, getting this out of the way. should have been straight 
with you from the beginning and I'm sorry | wasn't, but | didn't expect you to take it so well. Now," he smiled 
coaxingly, leaning over to nudge Scott with his shoulder, "you know about what it was with me, so tell me 


about your curiosities. Anyone in particular?" 


Scott laughed. "Not usually, though | admit that I've wondered what it would be like to kiss you. Which is 
probably part of the reason why | did it the other day. But mostly | just wanted to show some appreciation, 
and thats how | know how to do it" He shrugged a little and smiled at Mark. "So tell me, was | any good?" 


"You were a good kisser," Mark admitted with a smile, "but you kissed a lot different in the dream than you 
did for real. And when things really heated up, you turned into Vicky and | woke up. So in actuality, | really 


can't tell you if you were any good" 


"Damn" Scott chuckled. "And | wasn't going to kiss you for real, that really *would* have freaked you out. 
Besides, | was sick, you might've caught it" 


"Yeah, | probably would have caught it and then we'd be in a mess. So did it satisfy your curiosity? About 


kissing me, | mean" 


"You know me, when is my curiosity satisfied about anything?" Scott wiggled his eyebrows. "Are you offering a 


chance to find out?" 


Mark grinned. "See, that's probably what really caused it. You were flirty and shit when you were sick too. | 


was playing nurse and thinking about your wellbeing and you were wiggling all over me." He shook his head, "I 


was right when | told you that you wanted me ‘cause you want me now." 


Scott pouted, enjoying himself now. "I like touching. That's never been a secret. And now you're making fun of 
me for it" He grinned. "And don't get your ego all blown out of proportion, | said | was curious about kissing 


you, not that | wanted you as my eternal love slave." 


"Yeah, it would be more like you wanting to be *my* eternal love slave," Mark teased back. "And for the 
record, | am a damn good kisser, | just didn't realize at the time you wanted to find out," he sidestepped. 


"All talk and no proof." Scott shook his head. "I don't know, man. l'm not that impressed so far." 


Mark put his beer back down and rolled his lips together, giving them a smack. "Fine, come and get your 
proof.if you dare. Just don't try to touch my ass," he added quickly, the grin darting over his face. 


Scott immediately reached out towards his ass. 
Mark laughed and leaned back. "Hey! That was lips only offer!" 


Scott grinned and swung his leg over Mark, straddling him and putting his arms around his neck. "Then I'll cash 
it in" He leaned forward and placed his lips over Mark's. 


No chaste brush, this; Scott pulled at Mark's mouth, slowly coaxing him open, a soft suck here and a little nip 
there, his tongue coming out to trace softly over his lips. He was slow but thorough, no question as to his 
goal. Mark's hands automatically went to Scott's back and his lips softened, opening of their own accord. He felt 
the gentle maneuvers of Scott's lips and tongue and while some part of him was surprised he had allowed this, 
almost asked for it, and that Scott was fulfilling it, another part was reacting to the stimulus. He felt himself 
hardening as his tongue traced Scotts lips and broke away. "I think that's enough of that," he breathed. 


Scott looked at him through half-closed eyes. "Why? Because it was that bad or because it was that good?" 
His tone suggested he already knew the answer. He leaned in again and hovered over Mark's mouth, waiting for 
a response. 

Mark unconsciously moved closer to him as well. "It wasn't bad," he whispered. 

"So why is it enough?" Scott pulled softly on his bottom lip, scraping his teeth over it lightly. 

Mark felt the shiver start at the top of his neck and go all the way down his spine. There was no point in 
trying to hide what was going to become very obvious, particularly with Scott sitting in his lap. "Because if | 


thought | was embarrassed before, its about to be nothing in comparison" 


"What's to be embarrassed about?" Scott leaned in closer to breathe in his ear, his tongue slipping out to 


brush Mark's earlobe. "| obviously don't mind." 


His body shuddered when Scotts tongue touched his ear. He lifted his hands, wrapping both in Scotts hair and 
pulling his head so they were face to face. His eyes moved from his lips to his eyes and back. He pulled Scott 
closer and licked his bottom and top lips before letting his tongue dive between them, searching..for what, he 


wasn't quite sure. 


Scott smiled against his lips, welcoming the warmth of Mark's tongue in his mouth, caressing it with his own. 
His hands closed behind Mark's neck, brushing the short, prickly hairs at the base of it, his fingers tingling in 
response. He could feel Mark growing beneath him, and felt his own cock begin to swell. He pressed it lightly 


against Mark's stomach, so he could know he wasn't alone. 


Mark was lost when Scott pressed closer to him. He groaned into his mouth, leaning all the way back along the 
sofa and pulling Scott tight against him. He shifted, trying to get his jeans looser in the crotch, getting 
frustrated when they stayed tight. "Damn it," he whispered. 


Scott rubbed against him lightly, kissing Mark's throat before sitting up a little to adjust his own pants. Then 
he was back on top of him, hands on Mark's shoulders, lips caressing the light stubble on his jaw as Scott 
pressed his body into Mark's. A low groan escaped his chest, and Mark could feel it reverberate into his own 


body. 


Mark let his hands roam over Scotts arms and around to his back, pressing Scott tighter to him. He moved 
his hips, hissing at the sensation caused by the friction He turned his head, pushing Scott's hair back and 
letting his teeth catch Scott's earlobe. He pulled it with his teeth, then letting his tongue trace over it, his hips 
still rolling. 


Scott moaned softly at his caress, and brought his hands down Mark's firm chest to find his nipples, caressing 
them lightly. His hips moved to counter the movement of Mark's, increasing the friction between them, feeling 
himself reach full arousal. His mouth fastened onto Mark's neck, biting lightly just below his ear and then 


brushing his tongue over it. 


"Fuck," Mark breathed His neck was incredibly sensitive. He held Scott flush to him with one hand, feeling their 
arousals against one another. He weaved his other hand through Scott's hair, feeling the silkiness of it caress 
his skin His fist tightened and he pulled Scott's head up a little, his lips seeking their partners. He sucked 
Scott's bottom lip, his eyes open to see the dilated caramel ones looking back at him. Mark's drifted shut and 
his tongue slipped between Scott's lips, licking and tasting all he could. 


Scott slid a leg alongside Mark's hip, bracing himself to increase the friction of their arousal, and using the 
leverage to sink deeper into Mark's mouth, bringing their faces closer. His hand slid down Mark's arm, pausing 
to rest on his huge bicep, and smiled against Mark's lips as he remembered their banter. He squeezed it and 


moaned into Mark's mouth, bucking harder against him, feeling the need grow. 


Mark felt Scotts smile and opened his eyes, wondering what Scott was thinking, but his physical desire didn't 
give him pause to ask He wanted to come and he wanted it soon From Scott's movements, it seemed Scott felt 


it too. He put his hands on Scott's slim hips, helping him move against him, the pace becoming more urgent. He 


caught Scott's tongue with his teeth, holding it gently but firmly in place for a second. He met Scott's gaze, 
wondering if the same intensity reflected in his own eyes. 


Scott shuddered lightly as Mark's teeth held him in place, the feeling of being possessed arousing him further. 
He crushed his mouth against Mark's, and when Mark let go he bit lightly at his lips, reminding Mark of his 
own feelings of possession. Low grunts escaped as he and Mark thrust against each other, his breath 
increasing as he broke the kiss, resting his head against Mark's cheek, focusing on the impending orgasm. 


Mark growled from deep in his chest as he came, feeling the familiar relief that accompanied the fluid escaping 
from within him. He felt Scott's body stiffen, heard his moans and flinched at the small sting in his neck from 
the teeth that latched onto his skin. He lay still, taking deep breaths. 


Scotts breath was hot on his neck, body heavy and limp atop Mark's. After a moment Scott's lips brushed 
against Mark's neck, followed by a low chuckle. "My curiosity is definitely satisfied” 


Mark had to laugh himself. "Good to know that. I'd have to say any | may have had, conscious or not, are too." 
He pushed at Scotts shoulders gently. "For someone who has been so sick and that | carried easily enough the 
other night, you sure feel heavy now," he grinned. Normally after sex, he might be content to lay together in 
silence, trading small kisses, but this was Scott and it wasn't a normal situation. 


‘Ohhh, did | wear you out?" Scott grinned and lifted up a little, but didn't move. 
"No, smartass," Mark teased, "I think *I%* wore me out." 


"Typical, you want all the credit for half the work" Scott shook his head and nipped at his mouth. "Sorry 


partner, I'm still taking credit for mine." He grinned again. "You're a damn good kisser, by the way." 


Mark smiled broadly. "| hear that a lot. You're not so bad yourself. | think you even outdid the dream and 
that's saying something.” 


Scott chuckled. "Maybe you'll have another one that more accurately reflects reality. And you won't turn into 


a bastard afterwards." 
| wasn't a bastard," Mark complained. "I didn't see you enough to be a bastard to you." 


"That's how you were a bastard to me." Scott laid his head down on Mark's shoulder. "No more of that Jekyll 
and Hyde stuff. | like Nurse Mark better than Bastard Mark. And see? | don't bite. Much." He nipped at Mark's 


neck. 


Mark jerked to the side, his lips curling into a grin. "Watch it, | stay sensitive for a little while afterwards. | am 
sorry that | didn't trust you enough and that | made such a mess of things there for a while.” He turned his 
head to face Scott. "| think | like Nurse Mark better too." 


Scott smiled, his eyes warm. "Good, then we understand each other. All's forgiven, no permanent damage done. 
Nurse Mark's welcome to make an appearance anytime, though | hope to God I'm not sick that often" He made 
a face and began to sit up. "And as comfortable as | am, I'd better change before | need a surgeon to extract 


me from my clothes." 


Mark grimaced, Scott's movements making him even more aware of his own clothing situation "Gotcha there, | 


think | need to do something about that myself 


"Too bad the showers in here are barely big enough to turn around in, or we could share" Scott winked. 
"Guess I'm back to my place. You aren't going to get all self-conscious and revert back to Bastard Mark again, 


are you? Because you don't have to." 


Mark looked at him, a slight frown creasing his forehead. "I don't plan to. | think we're on pretty equal ground 

here, aren't we? If it doesn't bother you and make you act like an ass, | should be fine too." At least he hoped 
he would be fine, he was okay right now, but then they were both facing each other in sticky pants that got 

that way because of one another. His frown deepened as he thought about it. 


"See? You're thinking about it now. Don't do that, it's not your strength." Scott winked and then stepped up to 
him, kissing him again, soft and thorough. "Think about *that* instead." Scott turned and let himself off the 


bus. 


Mark watched him leave, thinking about the last kiss. It had been nice, unexpected in spite of what they had 
just done, but nice. And Scott had a point, if he started thinking and obsessing on it, he was going to be right 
back to Bastard Mark and that wouldn't do anyone any good. No, better to write it off as a curiosity that had 
been satisfied, it wasn't as if they were embarking on an affair of some sort. He went to the shower, turning 
on the water and stripping off his clothes. He saw his boxers and picked them up, throwing them in the 
garbage. It didn't matter who did his laundry, no one needed to see he had gotten off in his pants. He hurried 
through it, putting on clean jeans and a t-shirt. He grabbed a bag of tostitos and left the bus, going off to find 
something to go with them. 


October 22, 2002, Los Angeles, CA 

"C'mon, Brett, whoop his ass - ohhhh." Scott groaned as Mark hit a wicked backhand out of Bretts reach. 
"Dude, you need to go easy on the guy," he told Mark. "You shouldn't be pulling out all the stops on a new 
entrant in the tournament. It's not sporting." 

"| think I'm offended," Brett said with a laugh. 


"At him? You should be," Scott was swift to answer. 


Mark laughed and smiled at Scott. "Listen to you, Mr. Competitive, Always Has To Win!" 


"lm not the one competing!" Scott complained. 


"You're almost always competing for something. You and Flip can flip to play the winner,” he grinned, adeptly 
returning the ball to Brett, "because it's going to be me anyhow" Mark counted off another point as Brett 


missed again. 


"How are you going to get ahead if not by competing? Aha!" Scott laughed as Mark's return shot went a little 


long. 


Mark frowned, "Alright, that's enough of that, shut it, Stapp, you're throwing off my game." He bit his lip, 


concentrating on returning Brett's next serve. 


Scott grinned and waited for the next point to start, speaking once the ball was in play. "How could | be 
distracting to you? Only a hot piece of ass could distract you when you're focused on something." 


Mark's mouth dropped open and his eyes widened as his head turned sharply in Scott's direction. He realized 
he'd completely missed after the ball bounced past his hand. His eyes narrowed and settled on Scott briefly 
before he turned back to Brett. "That wasn't fair, | want to replay that point.” 


"No way, man, I'll take what | can get," Brett said with a laugh. "You're spanking my ass anyway, you can give 


me a point here." 
Scott looked at Mark with wide, innocent eyes. "What did | say?" 


"You made me think about some hot chick," Mark blustered and blushed. "Just hush up." He served to Brett, 
not taking his eyes off the ball. 


"Just some hot chick? Not Vicky?" Scott asked as another ball sailed past him. "Tsk, tsk, Mark. Gotta work on 
that" 


Mark hitched up his pants, glaring at Scott. “Flip, gag him with something," he asked irritably. Hell no, he hadn't 
thought of a chick or Vicky at all. The only piece of ass he'd come close to lately was the one sitting over 
there trying to make him lose. 


"Maybe you'll have to gag me yourself," Scott suggested. 

Mark bit his tongue, trying to ignore Scott. He was pretty damn sure Stapp knew exactly what he was doing, 
but on the off chance it wasn't purposeful, he didn't want to end up being the one looking like a freak or 
making anyone suspicious. "Maybe | will," he muttered, taking the next point and then turning to smile at Scott 


in satisfaction. 


Scott just gave him a crooked grin and lit a cigarette. "All talk and no follow-up," he said as Brett served the 


match point. 


Fucker, Mark thought, taking the point on the third volley. He tossed his paddle at Scott, grinning. "What was 
that? Care to repeat it?" 


Scott winked. "All talk and no follow-up. | don't see a gag anywhere." He wrapped his lips around the cig and took 


a long drag. 


Mark glanced around the room of his suite. "Don't see anything suitable right now, but maybe I'll wait until 
you're least expecting it" He looked between Scott and Flip, grinning. "Anyone care to take me on? I'm good and 


warmed up now." 


Scott tossed Mark's paddle back at him, stepping over to the other side of the table. "I'll be waiting for it" He 
ticked his eyes down at Mark's jeans and then back up, then quickly served the ball, acing Mark. 


Mark looked down at the table, nope, not a chance in hell Scott didn't know what he was doing, and not a chance 


in hell he wasn't finding himself thinking back to the exact events of that day on the bus. 


He turned around and picked up the ball, bending slightly over the table, a grin playing on his lips. "Do that. You 
might want to remember curiosity killed the cat too." 


Scott grinned back, licking his lips. "The cat might've thought it was worth it to have that curiosity satisfied." 


Mark couldn't hold back the smile, Stapp was such a fucking flirt. "So the cat would push his luck by going back 


again?" 


"Well, if he died the first time, what's left to lose?" Scott chuckled. "If he survived, he'd go back if he felt it 


was worth the risk" 

"Question is," Mark countered, "has he decided if it's worth the risk?" 

"Maybe he wants to up the stakes.” 

Mark's hand shook a bit, he was unsure how to respond to that one, so he chose to say nothing, just glancing 
quickly at Scott and gnawing a bit on his bottom lip, his mind quickly going over the possibilities of what upped 
stakes could mean. 

Scott took advantage of his distraction, adding a few points to his total, being sure to lick his lips whenever 
Mark was looking at him, and keeping his back towards Mark whenever he had to bend over to pick up a ping- 
pong ball. As they neared match point, Scott grinned at Mark. "That hot chick must still be on your mind, dude, 


you haven't been playing up to speed" 


Mark was feeling a little dazed from all of Scotts pointed, intimate attention. "Then there will just have to be a 


rematch," he said, taking off his shirt and flexing his arms. "Time to make things serious." 


Scott looked taken aback for a second, and then a wide grin split his face. "You think you can take me?" he 
asked suggestively, quickly shedding his own shirt. 


"Hate to interrupt - whatever you guys are doing - but Flip and | are heading out," Brett said, lifting his beer 
at them. "May the best man win" 


"Night," Scott said distractedly. 
"Yeah," Mark echoed, firing off a shot. "We're gonna find out if | can" 


Scott grinned as he heard the suite door shut. "I'll tell you this much, you aren't gonna find out playing ping- 
pong.” He kept the ball in play. 


"Prefer arm wrestling?” Mark grinned, smiling broadly as Scott barely missed a return. 
"Not with your freakishly big arms," Scott retorted. "But | think regular wrestling would do." 


Mark straightened up, crossing his arms, slight amazement reflected on his face. "It didn't bother you in the 


least to hit on me in front of them, did it?" 
Scott laughed. "It was worth it to see your reactions. Besides, they didn't have a clue." 


"No, they didn't," he acknowledged. Mark walked away from the table, going to get a beer. "So what was with 
the upping the stakes thing? Something specific?" 


"I was flirting, Mark - and you're feeling the need to dissect this?" Scott complained, following him over to the 
fridge. "No, | didn't have anything specific in mind." 


Im not dissecting," he disagreed, giving Scott a beer. "| was questioning, you big ass flirt. Oh wait," he smiled, 
leaning against the fridge door, "this is something I'm not supposed to think about, right?" 


Scott grinned. "Not if you can help it. At least not in that way. It was fun to see you trying not to think about 
it while playing Brett." 


"You were doing your best to make it damn impossible to not think about it! All talk and no follow up? Those 


words were eerily familiar," he said, shaking his head. 
"And true ones. You have yet to gag me and yet to kiss me." 


Mark cocked his head, taking a long draw off his beer. "I don't think | have anything to gag you with, and what 


purpose would that serve if I'm going to kiss you anyway?" 


Scott set his beer down with a grin. "Absolutely none at all” 


Mark put his beer down as well, one hand reaching out to go behind Scott's head and pull him closer. He 
hesitated a moment, looking into Scott's eyes. He licked his lips and lowered his head slowly, his gaze focused on 
Scotts lips. 


"Quit looking and kiss me already," Scott breathed. 


Mark smiled slightly, sucking Scotts bottom lip between his, his tongue running over it. His other hand came up 
to cup Scott's cheek. He moved up, tasting Scott's top lip. He lifted his head less than an inch, feeling Scotts 
breath on him, and then covered his mouth again, this time his tongue running along the line where Scotts lips 


met, parting them and slipping inside, searching out the tastes and textures unique to Scott. 


Scott plunged his tongue into Mark's mouth, hands going around Mark's waist to pull him closer. He crushed 
their mouths together, kissing him thoroughly, tongue and lips aggressively seeking out the secrets of Mark's 
lips, long moments passing before he drew back a little. "There. Now | feel better." 


Mark took a deep steadying breath. "| guess we can both lay claim to the title of good kisser then" He shifted 
uncomfortably, he had already begun to get hard from the passionate nature of the kiss. He hesitated a 


moment. "So is that all you wanted? To refresh your memory of the way | kiss?" 


"Believe me, | didn't need a refresher on that," Scott said with a grin, not letting him retreat. "That was just to 
take the edge off. Don't think you're getting off that easy." 


Mark smiled, almost shyly, just before pulling Scott in for another kiss and pressing tighter against him. His 
kiss this time was short and sweet, a brushing of lips. "I can't say it took a whole lot of edge off." 


Scott nipped at his mouth. "Then we'll just have to work on that, won't we?" He drew his tongue lightly along 
Mark's bottom lip. 


"Uh huh," Mark nodded, giving into his desire for another blistering kiss. Scott's eager response spurred him on, 
breaking off only when he needed to take a good, deep breath. "Maybe we've just completely lost it," he 
murmured, reaching between them to adust himself. He closed his eyes and moaned softly as his hand 


brushed over himself. 


"Don't they say insane people are the happiest people in the world?" Scott murmured, brushing his lips over 
Mark's neck. He pressed his body against Mark's, trapping Mark's hand between them, groaning quietly in 


Mark's ear. "| can see why." 


Mark pulled at Scott's ear with his teeth, moving his hips a bit and allowing his hand to stoke between them 
lazily, feeling Scott too, and knowing he was just as hard. "| guess they've figured out things a lot of the rest 


of us may never." 


Scott moaned lowly, rocking his hips against Mark. His hands came up Mark's back to rest on his shoulders as 
his mouth fell to Mark's clavicle, biting lightly. "Fuck, Mark," he whispered, sucking in deep breaths. "Please..." 


"Please what?" Mark drawled, turning his hand so it was Scott being cupped through his pants, rather than 
himself. He was either doing what Scott wanted, or he was about to get punched. 


"That" Air escaped from Scott in a shuddering breath; he was hard as stone. "Touch me." His own hands 
dropped to Mark's waist, fingers tracing along and just inside the waistband of Mark's jeans. 


Mark hissed at the feel of Scotts bare hands anywhere close to the vicinity that was begging for attention. He 
found Scott's zipper, lowering it, and let his hand move inside the open fly. He froze when he felt nothing 
between Scott and his hand. He moved back a bit, questioning..this surpassed the last time and he wasn't sure 
it was okay. "Scott?" 


"Don't stop." A small sound escaped his throat at Mark's touch; his own hands fingering the button of Mark's 
jeans. "What about you?" Scott breathed, dropping small kisses on Mark's neck and shoulder. 


"Boxers, but | don't think that's what you're asking. Do it, | need it," he said, stroking Scott slowly, but firmly. 
Lube would be really helpful right now, he thought, but was afraid that if he mentioned it, what started out 


unintentional would become awkward and uncomfortable. 


Scott chuckled, then gasped as Mark brushed over the head of his cock. His hands undid Mark's jeans with an 
almost nervous quickness, rubbing over his boxer-clad hardness for a moment before slipping through the 


opening to brush Mark with his fingers. Scott's mouth found Mark's again, kissing him passionately, yet slowly. 


Mark let go of him abruptly, grabbing his wrist and lifting it. "Wait" He slowly lifted Scotts hand to his mouth, 
licking from his wrist up to the tip of his thumb, keeping his eyes on Scotts. He moved back to his wrist, going 
up his index finger, until his entire hand had been covered, then lowered it back down inside his boxers. "That 


should be better," he whispered. 


Scotts eyes were heavy and dark, his lips parted as he stared at Mark's mouth. Mark could feel Scott throb 
underneath his hand. "If you don't kiss me right now I'm never going to touch you again," Scott breathed. 


Mark smiled a slow smile. "Can't have that, at least not tonight" He pulled Scotts head to him again, the much 
shorter but still silky strands caressing his skin. He pressed his lips softly against Scott's, his tongue moving 
over them. "Better?" he asked, their heavy breaths intermingling. 


Scott rewarded him by freeing him from his boxers and beginning to stroke, watching Mark's face as he raised 
Mark's hand and mimicked the gesture, only pulling every long, slender finger into his mouth, sucking and biting 
on them softly. He closed his eyes and hissed as he placed Mark's hand back against his cock. "Much better." 


"Fuck," Mark murmured. The way Scott sucked on his fingers shot straight to his groin, an unstoppable 


imagination flooding him of how good that would feel on his shaft. He turned them around, quickly pushing 
Scotts pants down to his knees. Scott finished kicking them off and this time, Mark rapidly licked his own hand 
before wrapping it back around Scott. He leaned in, letting his mouth assault Scotts as he stroked him. He 
varied his rhythm, slowing down when Scott throbbed harder and speeding back up when it eased off. He 
lowered his other hand to massage Scott's balls, taking Scott's moans into his mouth. 


Scott was rapidly approaching incoherence, eyes closed as sounds escaped him, swallowed up by Mark's lips. 
Mark could feel Scotts coordination on Mark's shaft faltering in direct proportion with what Mark was doing, 
the occasional "fuck" being the only intelligible sound escaping him. Then Scotts hand went around to Mark's 
ass, pulling them flush against each other, and Scott began to rub Mark's shaft against his own. 


Mark gasped and let go of Scott, bracing his hands on either side of him, his hips thrusting of their own 
accord. While he hadn't entertained, or dreamed about, sucking Scott, his own thought patterns were racing 
toward the idea faster than his fingers could fly on the guitar and no matter how it sounded, his biggest 
motivation was the idea of reciprocation. He bit Scotts neck, then moved to his ear, his tongue thrusting in it 


a couple times. "Scott. want. need.fuck, just.l'm gonna do something, don't say a word, okay?" he grated out. 
Scott's moan was his only response. 


Mark pushed away and dropped to his knees, part of him wondering where the fuck this Mark had come from 
because it was someone he never knew. He stroked Scott more, looking up, his uncertainty and concern evident. 
"Tell me before you go, please." He was going to do it, but he wasn't up to choosing between spit or swallow. He 


cautiously took him between his lips, tightening them around him and slowly took as much as he could, unable 


to take it all. 


Scott looked down at him through glazed eyes, panting as Mark's warm mouth surrounded him, feeling his 
knees weaken. "Fuck.. yes, Mark." His hands gripped Mark's head, holding tightly as Mark moved, gasping as 
Mark's warm tongue hesitantly caressed his flesh. "Yes.. don't stop.. suck me, Mark.. fuck!" His fingers 


tightened as Mark sucked on the head. 


Mark took his words, movements, and sounds as they were meant to be, utterly encouraging and explored 


further, licking and caressing, wanting to push him over the edge. 


There was a bang as Scott threw his head back against the refrigerator, his moans growing in volume as his 
head rolled back and forth. His hips began to roll, and Mark could feel his body trembling beneath his hands as 
Scott fought the urge to thrust harder. "Mark.. gonna come.. Mark." 


Mark pulled away, letting his hands finish the job his mouth had been doing. He watched Scotts face, somewhat 


stunned by the reaction he was able to evoke. "Come now." 


Scotts body tensed and his back arched as he came, groaning as his cock pulsed in Mark's hand, thrusting into 
it until he was finished. Then he slumped against the fridge, panting as his hands loosened their death grip on 
Mark's head, instead stroking lightly across the close-cropped hair. "Damn," he breathed, eyes cracking open to 


look down at Mark 
Mark looked away, blushing. "Yeah," he whispered, standing up, unsure of what to expect or how to ask. 


Scott leaned up to kiss him slowly. "You're pretty damn good," he murmured with a chuckle. His hand slid down 
Mark's chest to his groin. "Now how are you doing?" His hand found Mark's shaft, finding him rock hard. Scott 
smiled. "Glad you didn't mind" Scott pushed Mark around until Mark was against the fridge, then gave him 
another soft kiss before dropping to his knees. 


Mark leaned back, half in relief that he knew what was coming and half for the support because he wasn't 
sure how much longer his legs could hold him. His hands clenched into fists and his jaw tightened, anticipation 
coursing through him, but he hung in long enough to help Scott get his boxers and pants off. 


Scott brought his hands up, using one hand to caress Mark's shaft while the other traced lightly along his 
balls. He kept the movement going for a moment before adding his lips, drawing them along Mark's length and 
dropping soft, moist kisses against the flesh. He glanced up at Mark and enjoyed the anticipation clear on his 
face, continuing his tease with a kiss here and a flick of his tongue there. Finally, he backed off for a moment 
before taking Mark in his mouth, sucking hard. 


"Oh fuck," Mark moaned, knowing that instant it was exactly what he had thought it would be. "Scott," he 
groaned, “fuck..so fucking good." He unclenched his fists and gripped the short ends of Scotts hair, struggling 
not to thrust forward. "Soon, fuck yes.." 


Scott hesitated for a brief moment; ‘soon’ or ‘now'? He decided to take his chances and ran his tongue firmly 
up the underside of Mark's shaft, then circling over the head before falling back down on it. He rested his 
palms against Mark's thighs, softly caressing the inner skin with his thumbs as he rose and fell over Mark's 


length. 


Mark gasped and pushed Scotts head away, his own hand immediately going to close around himself and stroke 
quickly and firmly. He looked down, his eyes on Scott's, staring. 


Scott leaned in, not breaking Mark's gaze, and kissed the soft flesh of Mark's hip, scraping his teeth against it 
lightly. 


Between Scotts eyes and mouth, Mark was done. He leaned his head back, gasping and feeling the warmth 
cover his hand, the relief fill him. He stroked himself slower, taking it easier once the initial rush subsided. His 


hand fell to his side and he looked down again, feeling a goofy, somewhat embarrassed smile cross his face. 


"Wow." 


Scott smiled and stood, brushing against Mark's body as he did so. "Yeah. | think ‘wow! is a good word for this." 
He kissed just under Mark's ear, licking the sweat away. "This cat definitely thinks the curiosity is worth the 


risk" 


Mark trembled, his body still sensitized. He hadn't expected any of this tonight, it had simply been another 
night with the guys hanging out and keeping each other company, but Scott had changed the game and the 
dynamic from the other day was incredibly altered now. He leaned in, giving Scotts neck a quick kiss. "| need to 


wash my hands." 


"Sink's right there." Scott backed off enough to let Mark turn towards the counter, then pressed himself 
against Mark's back, kissing his shoulder. 


Mark's eyes drifted closed at the feel of the damp skin against his own. He turned on the water, running his 
hands under it, seeing the soap bubbles float through the air. He dried them and turned around, smiling in spite 


of the mental doubts beginning to crop up. "Um, | think we can get dressed again now." 


"No need to change this time," Scott noted. "I think that's an improvement." He dropped his hands from Mark, 
gazing at him with a question in his eyes, aware that Mark seemed to be dancing around the subject. 


"Yeah," Mark grinned genuinely, "that's a definite improvement, | really like those boxers, nice and broken in" He 
stepped around Scott, picking them and his pants up and walking just around the corner, out of Scott's line of 


vision to put them on. 


Scott frowned and quickly pulled on his own clothes, confused by the signals Mark was giving. He opened the 
fridge and pulled out two beers, stepping around the corner to find Mark and offering one to him. 


Mark looked up and nodded, "Thanks." He gratefully took one and chugged it straight down He glanced at Scott 
quickly, frowning a bit and walked over to the couch. "Scott, was that at all weird for you?" 


Scott followed and perched on the armrest, not sure if he'd be welcome any closer. "Well. yes, | suppose, since 
I've never done it before." He chuckled. "But it didn't feel all that weird, ‘cause | wanted to do it." He shrugged. 
"What about you? Am | pushing this too far?" He watched Mark carefully, sipping his beer. 


Mark looked down, trying to think before he spoke and articulate what he really meant. "You aren't making me 
do anything, you aren't even really asking anything of me. What | did, | did because | wanted to and | wanted it 
in return, although | wasn't going to ask, it needed to be your decision. Hell," he looked up, grinning wryly, "it all 
started because of my damn dream anyway. | guess its just that.well, is this where it stops? I'm not trying 
to be Bastard Mark, but | don't want to be Gay Mark either and considering the jump we just took..is 
something like this going to happen again? l'm confused, | know what my head is telling me, but inside l'm feeling 
something completely different. If that makes any fucking sense at all." 


"Yeah." Scott nodded. "| know what you mean. | can't explain why | don't have a problem with this or feel weird 
about it or anything.. | don't honestly know. I've never thought | was gay and | don't think | am now; | just know 
that I've always liked spending time with you as a friend, and | like spending time with you like this, too." He 

shrugged. "It's hard to know how to describe it without making it into something more or less than what it is." 


Mark smiled, relieved Scott had understood his muddled words and thoughts. "Maybe I'll be able to convince 


myself | don't have to label it then. And, Stapp?" 
"Yeah?" 

"You give a hell of a blowjob for a beginner," he laughed, leaning back against the couch. 

Scott laughed, shifting off the armrest and onto the sofa "Well, I've received them enough times that | had to 


pick up something about good technique. You weren't so bad yourself, I've gotta say." He winked at Mark 
playfully. "Think we woke the neighbors?" 


Mark glanced around worriedly. "I fucking hope not! But you were damn loud with all that thrashing against the 
fridge and shit." 


Scott shrugged. "I'm loud in bed. This shouldn't surprise you." He grinned and took another pull from his bottle. 
"Next time want to move it someplace more comfortable than the fucking kitchen? How in hell did we wind up 
there?" 


Mark smiled, "You want me to think about something other than how good my body feels right now? All | can 
come up with is | went for beer after Flip and Brett left and you were right behind me. Then we kissed and 
that was that, don't ask me for the way things went from there.” His smile broadened. "Are we that sure 
there will be a next time that we want to plan it? Not that l'm against the idea of an actual bed if there is." 
Scott looked at him with a grin. "Since we both seem to be cool with it, do you really think it's not going to 
happen? l'm not saying we have to schedule it; just next time make an effort to find a better venue. If we can 


think clearly past the first kiss.” 


Mark lifted a hand, tousling Scott's now much shorter hair affectionately. "But getting past you demanding to 
be kissed is the hardest part" 


Scott smiled mischievously. "Kiss me." 
Mark laughed. "Now is not the hard time ‘cause | know you're as satisfied as | am." 
"So what? Kiss me anyway.” Scott snuggled up next to him and licked at his ear. 


Mark put his arm around him and lifted Scott's chin. "You're quite the cuddler, aren't you?" but moved his lips 
over Scotts, his kisses soft and quick, dancing across Scott's mouth. 


Scott smiled happily and returned them, keeping it light. "| am; again, this surprises you? | suppose you're Mr. 
Roll Over And Go To Sleep." 


Mark leaned back and laughed. "So what if I've been guilty of that on more than one occasion. No, | guess | 


shouldn't be surprised, considering how well | know you, but then I've never been to bed with you before either 


and some things you can only learn by being a part of them." 


"Well, learn to live with a little snuggle, its good for the soul. And chicks love it" Scott leaned his head on 
Mark's shoulder. 


Mark turned and kissed Scott's forehead absently. "When | snuggle, it's generally because | want more sex. 


Want to rethink that advice? | only look dumb," Mark teased. 


Scott laughed. "Well, you're suggesting there's such a thing as too much sex, and | think that theory is flawed. 
So I'm not rethinking it at all." 


Mark slouched further down into the couch, still holding onto Scott. "Give me a few minutes and we'll find out," 


he yawned 
"Sure thing" Scott closed his eyes. 

x 

October 24, 2002, Los Angeles, CA (Scotts bus) 

Scott pulled another beer out of the fridge. "You guys want anything else?" He heard them answer in the 
negative as he rummaged around in the cabinet. He pulled out a bag of potato chips and headed back to the 


sitting area. "You sure?" He opened the bag and tossed a chip in his mouth, chasing it with some beer. 


Jeff smiled, his tone half kidding, half serious. "Scott, we might have to hire you a dietician and personal trainer 


if you don't lay off the chips and beer." 


Scotts hand withdrew from the bag. "Why, you don't like what the last guy you hired did to me?" he snapped, 


leaning back on the sofa and crossing his arms. 


"That was necessary to get the tour back on track and you know it. I'm just saying this now so you can try to 


maintain your image, you don't you want people to talk about you, do you?" 
Mark looked between them, frowning, but not getting involved. 


"I thought no publicity was bad publicity," Scott retorted irritably. "People talk about me no matter what | do, 
you LIKE that, remember?" 


Jeff folded his arms. "Yeah, but your weight hasn't been a target, it's your temper and the cancellations." 
Scott turned his head away. "Fuck off, Jeff, | don't want to talk about it" 


"Well someone has to think about it." 


Scott got up and stalked to the kitchen, out of view. "I said fuck off; go think about it all by yourself if it 
makes you happy.” 


Jeff looked at Mark. "Give me a fucking break, I'm sure the diva doesn't want to be called fat more than 


anyone else would" 


Mark's frown deepened. "He's not, and at the rate you two are going, it's probably best if you do leave before 
punches start. Leave it alone, Jeff, okay?" 


Jeff got up, stopping at the door of the bus. "Fine, I'll go, but see what you can do with him, Mark, you know 
I've got a point.” 


Mark watched him leave and then went into the kitchen, finding Scott gripping the counter with white knuckles, 
his jaw tight. "Leave me alone, Mark" 


Mark put a hand on his shoulder. "Scott, man, don't worry about what he said. You look fine." He paused a 
second, deciding not to ignore the elephant in the room with them, if he did, Scott might not believe him. "Yeah, 


the medicine is making your face swell a bit, but you look fine." 
A snort escaped him. "Bullshit" His jaw worked as he stared at the counter. 
Mark put both hands on his shoulders, trying to turn him around. “Look at me." 


Scott resisted him, staring at Mark's chest when Mark finally turned him around. Mark cupped his face, 
forcing his head, if not his eyes, up. "Scott, look at me." 


Scott finally looked up and met Mark's eyes, his gaze uncertain 


Mark smiled gently. "I'm not bullshitting you, you really look fine. We're going to deal with all the side effects." 
He bent his head down, kissing him lightly and hugging him. "Jeff shouldn't have opened his mouth, it was stupid 
for him to say." They didn't need Scott to be upset over things he couldn't control, there was enough normal 
stuff to worry about as it was. 


Scott hugged him tightly, feeling gratified by the kiss even if he was unconvinced by Mark's words. He rested 
his face in Mark's neck, taking a deep breath to steady himself. "You're still full of shit, but thanks anyway. | 


can look in the mirror, | can see what | look like. And | might not be fat yet but | can't seem to stop eating." 


Mark held Scott a little tighter when he felt him shudder a bit. His fingers weaved through the ends of Scott's 
hair. "I'm not full of shit. There has to be something that can help with that, but | don't know that Kipper is 
the way to go. | think we might want to ask a different doctor first, maybe Sugarman, even though | know he 
doesn't want you taking the steroids at all” 


"|æ don't want to be on the steroids at all, but | don't really have a choice, do |? Especially now.’ There was 
resignation in his voice. "| hate how this stuff fucks with me. When | start being a bastard to you, | don't mean 
it, | promise." He pressed his lips against Mark's shoulder. "Thanks for looking out for me." 


"IIl deal with the bastard stuff, I'll just think of it as payback for those few days | was bastard to you," he 
told him, a half smile on his lips. "Besides, we're friends, right? That's what friends do, they look out for each 
other." He lifted Scott's chin, kissing his cheek. "Sometimes they do other stuff too," he teased, trying to get a 


smile, no matter how small out of him, "but | won't push that right now." 
Scott's lips curved up and he leaned his forehead against Mark's cheek "We're in the kitchen again" 


Mark laughed, his chest rumbling against Scott. "So we are. One day we'll actually get around to finding 


somewhere comfortable, since you were gone when | woke up the other night" 


"My bed's on the other side of that door," Scott said, nodding his head to the side. "Much better than this 


tiny-ass place." 


Mark leaned back, uncomfortable with the thought Scott might feel like he had to offer that. "Scott, | didn't 
mean it like that, | was just kidding around. Don't think I'm trying to talk you into something.” 


Scott smiled a little. "How ‘bout you try to convince me through snuggling?" 


| can do that, let me just go lock up the door and I'll meet you there." He left Scott in the kitchen and went to 
the front of the bus, locking it and drawing the curtain before going back to Scott's room. Scott had stripped 


off his jeans and his shoes, and was curled under the covers, eyes watching Mark approach. 


Mark kicked off his shoes and pulled his shirt over his head, leaving his shorts on, not trying to be 
presumptuous. He lay down beside Scott, on his stomach on top of the covers. "Cold?" he asked. He lifted a 
hand, checking Scott's forehead. "Please don't tell me you're starting to feel sick again” 


"No, | just prefer being under them as opposed to on top of them." Scott scooted closer. "More like someone 
else is holding you, then" 


Mark lifted up, pulling them from underneath him and getting in with Scott, rolling close to him so their lips 
were just inches apart. He slipped one arm under Scott's neck and put the other around his waist. "Now 


someone is holding you.” 


Scott kissed Mark softly and then tucked his head under Mark's chin. "This is best of all" His arms slid around 
Mark's chest as their legs brushed together; Mark noticed - with a touch of disappointment - that Scott was 


wearing boxers today. 


He tightened his arms around Scott. "Yeah, this isn't bad at all. Snuggling, huh?" he grinned "Who knew?" 


‘Its underrated. It has the capacity to cure all ills; much better than any stupid steroid. Too bad we didn't 


implement it before now." Scott sighed. 


Mark kissed his forehead. "Scott, I'm sorry the steroids seemed like one of the only ways to go at the time 
and that they're screwing with you, but the only choice now is to stay on them or get weaned off. If you want 


to stop, I'm okay with that and I'll make sure everyone knows." 


"| can't." Scott took a deep breath. "We don't have enough of a break for my voice to recover. It's not better, 
Mark, it gets worse every day, the steroids just make it sound better. It's just a couple of months, I'll make 


it" Scott held him a little too tightly. 


"No, we'll make it." Being the singer was the hardest part and it sucked that Scott had gotten to this point. 
Even if Mark were to get sick, as long as he could stand, he could perform. Brett or even Flip could sing his 
parts if necessary, but no one could sing the whole show because Scott was sick. Mark tilted Scotts chin up, 
brushing his lips with a soft kiss. "Just hang in there, Scott, I'm right there with you, okay?" 


"I love you." Scott closed his eyes and kissed him, pulling softly at Mark's lips. After a moment he pulled away, 
his hand coming up to run down Mark's face. "It makes all the difference in the world that you're here. It's still 


hard and it still sucks but at least | feel like | can do it now." 
Mark smiled, capturing his hand and kissing each fingertip. "Good, all | want is for you to feel better." 


Scott smiled and brushed at Mark's lips with his fingers. "I do. Though | don't care what you say, | still look like 
a chipmunk with the haircut from hell." 


Mark bit his lip, attempting - unsuccessfully - to stop the smile. "I can't lie to you and say that's the best 
haircut you've ever had, but hey, it will grow back" He rubbed his own head and grinned wryly. "Unlike mine in 
certain spots. And it worked, Jag didn't give you a hard time about his haircut, so it all turned out okay." 


"Yeah," Scott agreed. "I guess my ego's too fragile lately. At least | have a good argument for next time Dad 


tells me to cut my hair." 
Mark laughed. "I bet Daddy Stapp loves it just because it is short, no matter what." 


"He probably will when he sees it," Scott said with a chuckle; then he sighed. "You know, | used to love touring, 
but right now | just want to go home." 


Mark rolled onto his back, groaning. "The last thing | want is to go home. All I'll hear and see is wedding stuff. | 
think you did the smarter thing by going to Vegas, but Vic might have killed me if I'd suggested it" 


Scott got quiet, his hand resting on Mark's chest, stroking lightly. Then he spoke. "Well, Vegas is definitely the 
easiest, my only word of recommendation would be to wait longer than three months before going there. But 


you and Vicky have that well covered. Is she driving you that nuts?" 


"Some days are worse than others. | told her to do it all, whatever she wanted, | didn’t care, I'd just make sure 
it was paid for, but she asks me stuff anyway. Why do | care what color the flowers are?" He stopped, sighing. 
"| sound like a prick, don't 1? One of the most important days of a woman's life and | just want her to leave me 


alone about it." 


Scott shrugged. "| don't know, | was happy enough that Hil was willing to do Vegas; of course, we couldn't afford 
a real wedding anyway. | don't think you're being a prick, | think its just a woman thing, caring about all that 
little shit" He resisted the urge to say that it should be one of the most important days of Mark's life, as 
well, but felt that might open doors he didn't want to go through. "Just nod and smile and pretend like you 
care that she's getting what she wants, but not that you're so interested you want to participate. That 


usually works." 


Mark turned to look at Scott. "That might work better than telling her one more word and l'm calling it off?" 
he grinned. "I can try that. And | guess all else failing, pull out the snuggling thing, huh?" 


Scott gave a small smile. "She should forgive you just about anything then" He nestled up closer to Mark, 
resting his head on Mark's shoulder. "I will say I'd love for Hil to be driving me nuts about wedding details." 


"Scottas much as I'd love for you and Hil to work it out and be the family you want to be, | just don't want 
you to be blind to the possibility that it may never happen. | hate to see you keep setting yourself up to get 
hurt by her again" 

Scott sighed and closed his eyes. "I know.. but | have to hope, don't |? If | don't, what's left?" 


‘Someone new to fill that void," Mark suggested softly. "If it's not her, it will be someone else, the right one, 
lm sure of that." 


Scott's hand tightened into a fist on Mark's chest. "I don't *want* someone new," he whispered. "| want *her*. 


| want the mother of my son, Mark. Not ‘someone else." 

Mark silently put his hand over Scott's fist. "I'm sorry, | guess | shouldn't have said that." There went the 
snuggling happy mood for Scott, he thought. He drew away, sitting up. "I'm gonna go get a drink, want 
anything?" 

"No." 


Mark got up and opened a soda, carrying it back and standing in the doorway, watching Scott. "Are you pissed 
off at me?" 


"No." Scott hadn't moved, looking small and vulnerable under the covers, staring at his hand. 


Mark sighed and set the can on the stand beside the bed, sitting down and leaning back, resting on his elbow 


next to Scott. "I really am sorry, | didn't mean to hurt your feelings." He bent further down and kissed Scotts 
cheek, taking the hand he was staring at and interlocking their fingers. Mark noticed how much darker his were 
than Scotts, but he'd been spending a lot more time in the sun, he hadn't been fighting illness and medication 


side effects. 
"No, you didn't hurt my feelings; just made me sad, | guess." He gripped Mark's hand. 


Mark laid down fully, pulling Scott to him again. "I guess I'm going to need more lessons in what to talk about 


when you snuggle." 


Scott smiled a little and put his face in Mark's chest. "It's not your fault, you can't help that what you said is 
true. | just don't want it to be." 


"No one knows for sure what the future will hold," he said, leaning back and lifting Scotts chin, kissing him 
again, this time prolonging it a bit, but not using his tongue. He smiled at him. "Why don't we both let it work 
itself out." 

Scott returned the kiss, his hand going up to hold Mark's face close to him, his lips hungry, needy. He pulled at 
Mark's mouth, then worked his way down Mark's jaw to his neck, finally coming to rest there. "Sometimes | 
just don't know if everything is going to work out” 

"| do," Mark quietly assured him, his fingers running through Scott's hair slowly. 


"How do you know?" Scott whispered. 


"| just do. No matter what happens, we put one foot in front of the other and keep walking.” He thought about 
his mom, when she had died, things had never seemed like they would be okay again, but they had. 


"But does continuing to function mean that everything's turning out okay, or does it just mean we get used to 


it?" Scott shifted, wrapping his arm around Mark's back. 
"We adjust and keep adjusting until we deal with it and eventually it becomes okay. Maybe not right, but we can 
live with it. You know how hard the first part of the year was for me, but its better. | miss her, and | think 


about her, but | can smile when | do." 


Scott tightened his arms around him. "You're right, I'm sorry. | shouldn't be making a big deal about my 
bullshit. You have gotten better, and I'm glad." He looked up and smiled a little. 


Mark looked down and smiled, his own eyes moist. "Thanks." 


Scott kissed him softly. "I can't complain too much anyway, you've already made this easier to deal with. | 


appreciate that" 


"| don't mind, we're friends and it goes deeper than that, we've found that out when we write songs." He heard 
his phone ring and unwrapped himself, sitting up and looking at it. "It's Vic." He turned to give Scott a small 
smile, "Just nod and pretend, right?" 


Scott smiled and nodded, resting his forehead against Mark's hip. 


Mark answered it and began putting on his shoes, nodding and mouthing later to Scott. Scott heard him as he 
walked out. "Yeah, Vic, sounds great. What color was that again?" 


Chapter 4 


October 29, 2002, Las Vegas, NV (post make-up show) 
Scott threw back a shot of Petron. "That was *so* much better than last time." 


Mark laughed. "Hell yes it was!" He nudged Scott with his shoulder. "At least we're not gonna argue tonight like 
we did that night." He signaled for another round. "I'm so glad we were able to make them happy with this 


make up show." 


"Believe me, nobody's happier than me," Scott said with a smile. "Here's to making it right" He lifted his 
replenished shot glass. 


Mark picked up his own shot glass, making room for Flip and Brett to join in He downed it and shook his head, 
grimacing as it burned its way to his stomach. "Shit, that was nasty. We need to find a better way to toast it 
than that" 


Scott laughed. "You can't handle a shot? Give me a break, man. Where're your balls?" 


Mark grabbed his crotch. "Right where they belong, Stapp," he grinned. He picked his beer up, draining it and 


ordering another. "That was much better, at least it cooled me down" 


Scott exchanged looks with Flip and shook his head. "Whatever, man, you're hopeless." He ordered a beer for 
himself and twisted the cap off, then grinned at Mark. "So it just takes a little shot of tequila to get you all 
hot and bothered? I'm curious." Scott winked quickly and slowly wrapped his lips around the opening of his 
bottle before tipping it back, taking a long swallow. 


Mark grinned at the three of them, forcing back the image of how Scott's lips had looked wrapped around him, 
but wanting to see it up close and personal again.fucker. He asked for another beer although his other wasn't 
empty. "I had a couple before you got done *showering®, smart ass." He dropped money on the bar. "I think l'm 
heading out. | saw a pinball machine earlier so lm going to have a quick game or two and then hit my room and 
enjoy my beer. Who knows what kind of dreams that tequila shit is going to give me tonight. I'll see you guys in 
the morning." He picked up his beers with one hand, stopping to wrap an arm around Scott's neck and 
pretending to choke him. "Watch who you're calling hopeless, I'd hate to have to kick your ass now that you're 
feeling better. Later, guys." 


"Night" Scott called over his shoulder, then sotto: "Lightweight." He grinned at Flip. 


Mark found the pinball and played three times, finishing his beers and relaxing as the vision of Scott on his 
knees faded with each concentrated moment spent playing. When he went to the elevator, he thought about 
him again, wondering if he should go to Scott's room. He decided against it, Scott knew where he was going to 


be if he wanted to stop by. 


Scott knocked on Mark's door, holding up a mostly-empty tequila bottle when it swung open "I brought the 
leftovers in case you need to get hot and bothered again" He lifted the bottle to his mouth, his tongue coming 
out to trace slowly around the rim before putting it to his lips and draining the bottle. 


Mark leaned against the door. "Considering you just finished it, | guess it's going to have to be something else 

to get me hot and bothered" He stepped forward looking down the hallway, but seeing no one. He put one hand 
on the back of Scotts neck and pulled him inside, closing the door. Mark grinned back, leaning in to give him a 

quick kiss. "Lucky for us, | have a bottle of vodka that might help out a little more." He walked to the bar and 
pulled it out. 


Scott pursed his lips. "I don't know, Tremonti, you're getting awfully liquored up, that might wind up being a 
letdown" 


Mark turned around and grinned. "C'mere 

Scott cocked his head, the side of his mouth quirking up. "Why should |?" 

"Because | want youto come here." Mark's eyes narrowed a bit. "Please 

Scott grinned and walked over, stopping just out of reach. "Okay, Im here" 


Mark laughed, taking a quick step forward and grabbing Scott, turning him around so he had Scotts back 
against the bar. He pressed tight against him, halfway aroused. "I don't think I'm going to be the one to let us 
down, even with another drink or two." He bent down, a hand lifting to hold the back of Scott's head. He ground 
his lips against Scott's, his tongue insistently pushing into Scott's mouth. 


Scotts hands came up to Mark's head as he responded eagerly, sucking hard on Mark's tongue, feeling himself 
come to life beneath his pants. He smiled and pulled at Mark's lips, biting and sucking as his hand traveled down 
Mark's chest and around, falling onto Mark's ass and squeezing it lightly. 


Mark lifted his head, his eyes half closed, his breathing heavy. He reached his hands under Scott's shirt, his 
thumbs rubbing the warm skin. "I must have some ass since you found it and aren't we supposed to find 


somewhere comfortable after the first kiss?" 


Scott shivered and then chuckled, reaching to suck on Mark's earlobe. "You beat me to suggesting it" He 
pushed Mark away, turning him towards the bedroom. "Lead on" He smacked Mark's butt. "And your ass is 
bony." 


Mark laughed. "You sure as hell don't seem to be having any problems with it" He pulled his shirt over his 
head, tossing it back at Scott. "Come and get it, Stapp. You can also bring the vodka if you want to." 


Scott grabbed the bottle and followed Mark into the bedroom. "Too bad this doesn't taste more interesting, it'd 
be fun to lick off of you." He grinned and wiggled his eyebrows, placing the bottle on the bedside table and 
stripping off his shirt and shoes. "Is there any point in keeping my pants on?" 


Mark pushed both his pants and boxers off, swaying a little and thinking maybe he shouldn't do any more 
shots. "That would be a no." 


Scott quickly shed himself of the rest of his clothes, then stepped up and pushed Mark down on the bed, 


crawling on over him and leaning down to press his mouth to Mark's. 


Mark rolled them over, keeping his mouth against Scott's and moving them so they were touching each other. 
His hips began to move, creating enough friction to drag a moan from him. He pulled away, his teeth moving to 


Scott's neck and nipping at it. "Fuck," he groaned against it. 


Scott gave a breathy laugh and shuddered a little. "In a hurry tonight, aren't you?" He dragged his teeth along 
Mark's shoulder. 


Mark lifted his head, staring down into his eyes. "You were the one sucking on bottles and being a teasing little 
shit. How long was | supposed to hold out? It's also been a while," he added, his hand moving between them, 
gripping Scott firmly, his thumb moving over Scotts head. He heard Scotts hiss. "Do you really want me to 
slow down?" 


"No." Scott moved against Mark's hand, gasping a little at the friction He let his fingers run down Mark's back, 
brushing lightly against his ass and tracing up the crack. "But I've teased you tonight, did you really expect me 
to stop?" He slipped his hand between them and ran his finger over the thin skin below Mark's balls, then 
cupped them in his hand, squeezing lightly. 


Mark flinched when Scott touched his ass and groaned when he held his balls. He spread his legs further, his 
fingers searching the same spots on Scott, wanting to know if he found the same things stimulating. "Do it 


again..." 


Scott grinned and stroked the fine patch of skin again, then jumped and hissed when Mark's fingers explored 
the same spot on him. He felt himself throbbing, and arched up against Mark, seeking the contact. He dragged 
his fingers along Mark's balls and up his shaft, closing his palm around it and pressing lightly on the head with 
his thumb. 


Mark thrust up into his hand, grimacing a bit when he did. "Need lube.." he muttered, reaching for Scott's hand 
and pausing. He let go of Scotts hand and gave him a hard kiss before moving down, his lips leaving a trail of 
kisses and small stinging bites down the center of Scotts chest. He groaned at the sensations caused by his 
cock rubbing against the bed. He poised his mouth over Scotts shaft, cutting his eyes up at Scotts face just 
before he sucked the head into his mouth. He rolled Scotts balls in his hand, his mouth covering the shaft 
almost to the base. He licked back up it and then moved a bit further down, spreading Scotts legs a bit more. 


He stroked Scott lightly and sucked his balls into his mouth. 


Scott groaned, rolling his hips up slowly as Mark caressed him with his tongue. His hands went down to find 
Mark's head, brushing lightly over it. "I like-" he gasped and stiffened as Mark rolled one of his balls over his 
tongue. "I like your idea of getting lube." He caressed Mark's neck, running his fingers lightly along it as Mark 


moved, before grasping his face and pulling him back up until they were face to face. 


Scott kissed him deeply, thrusting his tongue inside his mouth, tasting his essence and pulling it with him as he 
withdrew to pull at Mark's mouth. "I like it but | don't think it's what you had in mind" Scott grinned and began 
to descend down Mark's chest, pausing to lick and tease at his nipples before using his tongue to trace down 
the chiseled line of Mark's stomach to his groin. 


"Is a good way to get it though," Mark gasped. "And | wasn't feeling left out before, although | appreciate the 
attention now." He bit his lip, the pleasure coursing through him. "Want to try it at the same time?" 


Scott grinned. "You read my mind." He raised up and turned around, then paused. "How do you want to do this? 


Next to each other or with me on top?" 


Mark grinned self-consciously. "| have no idea, considering we've never done this before. Why don't we try side 


by side and see if that works?" 


"Sounds good to me." Scott rolled onto his side and tugged Mark's hips close to him, chuckling as they 
repeatedly maneuvered their bodies to get in a better position "A little different than with chicks," he noted 
with a short laugh, playfully licking the tip of Mark's shaft. 


Mark had to laugh a bit himself. "Yeah, definitely, but at least we have an idea of exactly what everything 
feels like." He took him in his mouth, licking a finger and pressing on his balls, getting an idea but a little 
worried about trying it. He knew it was something he liked, but again, he didn't want to cross the invisible line. 
What the hell, he decided, letting his finger move down past Scott's balls and pressing lightly, waiting for the 


reaction. 


Scott shifted a little, opening his legs up for more accessibility, rocking lightly into Mark's warm mouth as he 
tried to concentrate on the task before him. He ran a hand down Mark's thigh as he took his shaft in his 
mouth, then moaned, the vibrations traveling through Mark's groin. He moaned again as Mark's finger explored 


a bit further, and sucked hard on Mark's shaft in return 


Mark stroked Scotts hole harder, using his knuckle and pressing a little while taking Scott deeper in his mouth 


each time. 


Scotts concentration began to falter as he felt himself getting closer, and he added his hand to the equation, 
fondling Mark's balls and caressing his shaft as he took as much as he could in his mouth, wanting to take 


Mark when he went. 


Mark pulled away from Scott briefly. "I'm gonna come in just a minute," he moaned, before taking Scott back 
inside his mouth and sucking harder. His hips thrust forward, he couldn't help himself, Scott's mouth felt too 
good on him and touching him in return, knowing how good it felt was pushing him over the edge. 


Scott grasped Mark firmly with his hand, allowing him to thrust into it, brushing over the head with his 
thumb, while his other hand came up to touch Mark's balls. He squeezed his eyes shut as he felt the tension 
building inside of himself, gasping out "Mark, gonna come soon," before lowering his head to the bed and giving 
himself over to the last moments of it. 


Mark jerked away after taking the very beginning of it in his mouth. He automatically swallowed, and felt his 
own release start, but kept his hand moving until they were both done. He rolled onto his back, breathing hard, 


all the muscles in his body feeling loose after being so tensed moments ago. 


Scott groaned and flopped onto his stomach, laying there for a minute before dragging himself around to face 


the same way as Mark. "Sorry ‘bout that, should've given you more warning.” 


Mark opened his eyes and turned his head to face him. He shrugged and closed his eyes again "It's okay, it was 


probably bound to happen sooner or later." He was quiet for a moment, thinking. "Unless it grossed you out?" 
Scott laughed. "Why would it gross *me* out? | didn't have to take it" He let out a satisfied groan. "That was 
nice, but damn, too much concentration necessary.’ He rolled over to rest against Mark "I guess I'm not that 


much of a multi-tasker in bed" 


Mark smiled and put an arm under Scott's neck. "You're right, it's much easier to just focus on one or the 


other, although it felt pretty good." 

Scott smiled and nestled into his shoulder. "How could it not? Though | guess it's a good thing that it wasn't 
quite as mind-blowing as last time; | would've started to worry about us being a bit too good" He laughed 
softly. 

"Is there such a thing as too good?" Mark asked, partly serious. 

‘Only in the sense that it would've made me wonder how we got that way so quickly." Scott grinned, 

"Maybe | wasn't the only one having dreams," Mark laughed, "and you just have yet to fess up." He stretched 
and looked at his hand and then raised up to look at the sheets. "Shit, | know | need a shower and l'm wondering 
if | might end up spending the night on the bus," he grinned. "Because | am *not* sleeping in the wet spots." 


"Call housekeeping and have them come while we're in the shower." Scott grinned. 


"And if they decided to sneak a peek at me and saw you in there with me?" Mark teased. "Yep, that would 


work out well." 


‘Someone ever tell you this room feels mighty cramped with that big ol ego of yours?" Scott said with a 
chuckle. "I've got long hair, | could pass for a chick through the steam." His hand went up to his head. "Wait, no 
| don't, shit." 


Mark bent over him, kissing him quick and hard. "Ill call them and you can take a shower first, I'll just make 


sure they don't look in there." 


"But that's not nearly so much fun," Scott whined, but got up anyway. “Alright, I'll let you protect my honor, 
you big stud you." He grinned and headed for the bathroom. 


Mark laughed and yelled out to him. "If you take long enough, I'll be there in a little bit." He called housekeeping 
and put on shorts, picking up his and Scotts clothes, bundling the garments. He stripped the sheets from the 
bed and peeked in the bathroom and saw Scott's naked backside and whistled. "Hey, take your time." He let 
housekeeping in, standing by the bathroom door, trying to look nonchalant. Fortunately she took care of 
exchanging the sheets quickly without commenting and he walked her out, hurrying back to the bathroom. 


Scott turned when the door opened, grinning and watching appreciatively as Mark shed his clothes. He opened 


the shower door and welcomed him in "That didn't take long." 


"| don't think anything takes long when you're in one of the suites," he smiled He stood under the water, 
welcoming the heat and refreshing quality of it. "Want to wash my back, unless my ego is pushing you out of 
the shower?" 


"lIl do yours if you'll do mine." Scott winked. He reached for the sponge and ran it firmly along Mark's back, 
leaning forward to drop a kiss on the back of his neck. 


"lts a deal," Mark answered, relaxing further from Scotts kiss and gentle touch. 


Scott drew the sponge along Mark's back, his other hand caressing the skin, kneading the muscles and tracing 
along the defined lines that they made. His touch was strong yet gentle, fondness evident in it, and once every 


possible inch had been covered his arms wrapped around Mark's waist, chin resting on his shoulder. 


Mark turned his head and smiled at Scott. "Thanks. You might just make a better nurse than me." He turned 
around, leaning against the wall, but still holding Scott close. "Ready for your turn?" 


Scott smiled and kissed him lightly. "Whenever you are." 


Mark forewent the sponge, soaping up his hands. He got behind Scott and ran his hands down his arms, moving 
around to his chest, feeling the soft hair under his palms. He added more soap and covered his back, dropping 
to his knees to wash his legs. He stood back up, tracing Scott's behind, noticing the nice shape it had. He 
pressed himself against Scott's back, moving to the last area that was left. He found Scott semi-aroused and 
stroked him lightly, dropping a kiss on shoulder and feeling himself begin to respond. 


Scott hummed lightly and placed his hands lightly over Mark's, allowing them to move with him as Mark moved 
over his shaft. Scott leaned his head back against Mark's shoulder and turned to kiss the corner of Mark's jaw, 
flicking it lightly with his tongue. 


Mark groaned and turned his head a bit, giving Scott better access to his neck. He looked down at their hands, 
wondering how it had come to this between them and why they weren't bothered by it. He quickened his 
strokes and stepped forward a little, pressing himself more firmly against Scott and letting his hips move 
against him. 


Scott turned and pressed against him, letting his hand go down to caress Mark's growing shaft, while sucking 
lightly on his neck. He drew his other hand down Mark's back, over his ass, pulling them tightly against each 
other, letting his fingers slide along and in the crack in Mark's ass. He squeezed lightly, encouraging the motion 


of their hips. 


Mark pulled his neck away, finding Scott's mouth with his own, and pushed back against Scott's hands. He pulled 
on Scotts lip with his teeth before letting his tongue slip inside. He cupped Scotts ass with one hand, the other 
caressing his balls. He knew there hadn't been any problems last time he'd touched him when they were in the 
bed and pressed against his entrance lightly again 


Scott felt himself harden fully and thrust against Mark's hand, enjoying the counterpoints of pleasure from the 
dual stimulation he was receiving. He sucked on Mark's tongue, savoring the taste of him, caressing his lips. his 


fingers brushed against Mark's hole, stroking lightly around it, seeing if it would evoke a response. 


Mark moaned and pressed harder against Scott, the pleasure moving through his body. He kissed Scott 
forcefully, pushing him up against the wall of the shower and grinding harder against him. He lifted his head 
moments later, breathing heavy. "Is this alright or should we move to the bed?" He didn't really care, he just 
needed his release. 


"Then we'll just have to change the sheets again," Scott panted, contributing to the grind, welcoming the 
pressure that came from being sandwiched against the wall. He grunted as he thrust, his hand coming up to 
grasp at Mark's head, drawing it down to his mouth for another searing kiss. 


"Fuck," Mark groaned, eyes flying open when his slick finger slipped just inside Scott. "| didn't mean." he got out, 
waiting for Scott's response. 


Scott just moaned and smiled a little, biting lightly at Mark's jaw. "Stokay. It can feel good, see?" He dropped his 
hand back to Mark's ass and probed gently at the entrance before sliding his finger in a little, caressing the 


area. 


Mark slumped a little, feeling his legs truly weaken on him this time. He grasped Scotts shoulders, his fingers 
curling into them and thrust against Scott only twice more, coming in a wave of pleasure from the additional 
stimulation. 


Scott smiled and ground against him, using the one hand to keep Mark's hips close to him, the other gripping 
himself firmly and beginning to move, carrying himself rapidly towards the edge. 


Mark bit at his shoulder, letting a hand drop down between them and his finger circle inside Scott. The most 
he'd ever had done was rubbing it, Vicky had never been inside him, and he wondered why briefly, but it felt 
right now and that was what mattered. 


Scott gasped and shuddered, then gave a long groan as he came in his hand, slumping against the shower wall 
and panting. 


Mark lifted his head, smiling weakly. "Really do learn something new every day, don't we?" He groaned and 
pushed off Scott, the water rinsing him off again before he stepped out the door and dried off. "| am so damn 
tired | think I'm going to have to be the roll over and go to sleep type tonight. How about you?" he asked, 
holding out a towel for Scott. 


Scott rinsed quickly and shut off the shower, accepting Mark's towel with a smile. "Sounds like that'll be me, 
too, I'll just roll over and go to sleep on you." He grinned as he dried off quickly. 


Mark smiled and walked naked to the bed, climbing under the clean sheets and holding them up. "Come on," he 


yawned. 
Scott got in the bed and curled up against Mark's side, resting his head on his shoulder. "Night, Mark." 


"Night, Scott," he mumbled, finding Scotts hand and putting his over it. 


Mark woke the next morning, his head throbbing and a warm body curled against him. "Vic.." he muttered, 
pushing the hand off his hip and getting up to go to the bathroom. He used the bathroom and walked into the 
shower, trying to let it wake him up and clear his head. He winced as his skin prickled. He knew better than to 
drink much hard liquor, it never left him without a hangover to remember it by. He made quick work of the 
shower and walked back into the bedroom, going to flop back down on the bed. He turned his head and a frown 
formed. "Shit," it wasn't Vic, it was Scott. He had automatically assumed Vicky would be the only person 
sleeping next to him. Damn it, what the hell was he doing with Scott? His head pounded harder as the thought 
back over the night. They had tried the whole 69 thing and he'd..fuck, he'd actually ended up taking a little bit 
because he hadn't quite realized Scott was going to come at that moment. Then there was everything they'd 
done in the shower and he had found out just how much he liked having his ass stimulated. He nudged Scott, 
"Hey man, wake up, it's morning already.” 


Scott groaned lowly and rolled over, burying his face in Mark's shoulder. His hand rested on Mark's chest, his 
lips curving into a smile as his fingers stroked the smooth skin. 


Mark couldn't help but moan and arch into his touch, though he tried to stifle it. 


Scotts smile grew and his eyes blinked sleepily, his lips kissing the skin beneath them. "Morning," he mumbled, 


voice low and gravelly, looking up to meet Mark's eyes. 


"Morning," Mark said, raising his hand to his head as it thumped and reminded him he wasn't done paying for 
last night yet. 


"Hangover?" Scott asked sympathetically, moving up Mark's body, dropping kisses along the way. 


"Hell yes," Mark groaned. "Every damn time | drink the hard stuff, | end up with one. You'd think I'd learn one 
day, but at least the shower helped a little." 


"| bet | can help some more," Scott murmured, raising up and smiling. "Turn over." 
Mark looked at him and gave a small grin before doing as Scott asked, and flipping over. 


Scott got up and knelt behind Mark, running his hands up his back to his shoulders, beginning to knead the 
muscles there. He bent down to drop a kiss on the back of Mark's neck, drawing his tongue along the skin as 
his hands ran up and down Mark's back. After a moment he drew back and asked, "Do you have any edible 


massage oil or lotion or anything around here?" 


"Regular lube, | know, | might have something else in my bag. | haven't cleaned it out in a while, only exchanging 
dirty clothes for clean clothes." He pointed toward the closet. "Do you want to grab it or should | get up?" he 
asked lazily, shifting a litle under Scott and not really wanting to leave the comfort of the bed and Scott. 


"| got it" Scott got up and went to fish around in Mark's bag, finding a small bottle of oil. He climbed back on 
the bed and straddled Mark again, sitting back on Mark's thighs as he unscrewed the cap. Leaning forward, he 
drizzled a line of oil along Mark's spine, all the way down to the crack in his ass. Placing the bottle on the 
nightstand, Scott leaned forward and placed his hands on Mark's back again, this time using the oil to aid the 
motion of his hands as he moved them strongly along the broad plain of Mark's back. Bending down, he planted 
kisses all along the skin as his hands worked, sometimes a lick, sometimes a small bite. His hands traveled over 
the length of Mark's back, down to his rear, spreading the cheeks apart with his hands and letting the oil slip 
down the crack. His hands ran back up to Mark's shoulders, and Scott lowered his body onto Mark's, mouth 
coming to fasten onto Mark's shoulder and neck, biting and sucking lightly as his hands ran up and down Mark's 
sides, his chest and body rubbing slightly against Mark's slickened back. Scott could feel his partial arousal 
brushing against Mark's thighs. 


Mark groaned and parted his thighs, letting Scott settle more comfortably. "Damn if you're not right, Scott, 
that felt really good" Mark reached for one of Scotts arms, drawing it up over his shoulder, kissing and 
sucking at the tender, hairless skin of Scott's inner arm, his fingers twining with Scot's. 


Scott smiled against his shoulder, his other hand coming up to run tenderly over Mark's head. "I'm not done 
yet," he murmured in Mark's ear, tongue reaching out to flick at the earlobe before sucking lightly on the skin 


just beneath. He brought his hand down to Mark's hip, curling his fingers underneath and tracing along the line 
formed by the muscles underneath. He slid off Mark's back and kept his hand on Mark's hip, encouraging him 
to turn on his side. 


Mark moved with Scott, turning on his side, facing away from him and curling closer to Scotts chest, reaching 


for his arm again. 


Scott let him have it, bringing his body flush against Mark's as he let his other hand trace back down the line 
of Mark's hip to his groin He found Mark's semi-hard cock and traced over it lightly, teasing a little before 


wrapping his already-slickened hand around it, encouraging it to reach full arousal. 


Mark moaned, pushing slowly against Scott's hand and biting down harder on Scotts arm. He groped behind him, 
reaching for Scotts shaft, stopping to run his hand over his own slick ass and hips. He grasped him, his thumb 


moving over the head, feeling the bit of liquid gathered there, causing him to moan again. 


Scott groaned and pulled his arm away from Mark, kissing the back of his neck in apology. He ran his now-free 
hand down Mark's back, allowing his fingers to part the crack in Mark's ass, his thumb running down to caress 


the entrance there, rubbing in circles around it. 


Mark's breath caught and came out in a gasp. "Oh shit! Fuck," he breathed, his hand tightening around Scott 
and pulling more firmly. His body shuddered uncontrollably and he pushed back a bit against Scotts finger. 


Scott smiled, then gasped at the hand on his own cock, the pleasure rocketing through him. "Hey Mark, turn 
around," he panted. "This is getting logistically difficult.” 


Mark rolled over quickly, pinning Scott under him and fisting his hands in his hair, crushing his lips against 
Scott's and letting his tongue plunder Scott's mouth. He raised his head after a moment. "What's difficult?" 


Scott's breath was shortened from the kiss, and he gave a soft laugh. "I just couldn't reach where | wanted to 
easily," he answered, capturing Mark's mouth in a searing kiss as he rolled them onto their sides. He held 
Mark's face in his hands for a moment, tasting him and savoring the closeness. "Just go with me for a 


moment.” 


He slid his hand down Mark's side, along his hip and to his thigh, drawing Mark's leg loosely across his own hips. 
Then he let his hand slide through Mark's legs, running his fingers along the fine skin until he found Mark's 
entrance again. His other hand he brought down to grip Mark's shaft, taking it firmly in hand as his index 
finger slipped into Mark. 


Mark bit his lip and closed his eyes, reflexively tightening around the intruder. He opened his eyes again, looking 
into Scott's and took a deep breath, forcing his muscles to relax. As he did, he realized it didn't hurt, it was 
just an odd, fuller feeling. He put an arm over Scott's waist, hanging onto him, lifted his leg a little higher on 
Scotts hip, and leaned in for another kiss. 


Scott met him, and their tongues tangled together, Scott's hand still working Mark's cock When their lips 
parted, Scott asked softly, "Is that okay?" He used his thumb to stroke the skin beneath Mark's balls, while 


simultaneously crooking his finger inside of Mark, looking for his spot. 


"Fuck!" Mark panted. "I don't know what you just did, but it's very okay!" He gripped Scott's shoulders, trying to 
hold his body still, his face finding its way into Scotts neck. He bit at his neck and shoulder, soothing the marks 


with kisses and licks. "Fuck." 


Scott smiled and dropped kisses along Mark's jaw, neck, and shoulders, pressing his hips against Mark's as best 
as he could, seeking some relief for his own arousal. He caught his own shaft in his hand, holding it next to 
Mark's, thrusting alongside and against him. With his other hand he pressed in even further, until Mark had all 


of his finger, continuing to caress that internal sweet spot. 


Scott's movements against him briefly cleared the haze of desire and need, and Mark reached back between 
them, but his hand faltered when he felt Scott's knuckles against him and he knew Scott was all the way in. He 
fumbled, clenching his fist and moving his hips, pushing them down against Scott's hand. "I'm gonna come," he 
told him, his hand moving to stroke himself. "Let me do it and I'll take care of you," he promised, his hand and 


hips moving faster as his mouth again covered Scott's. 


"Deal," Scott breathed, letting go and bringing his hand up to hold Mark's head closer, crushing their lips 
together. 


Mark growled into Scott's mouth when he came, the orgasm overwhelming, more than he'd ever felt before. It 
was like a burst of energy exploded within him and his body jerked involuntarily from it. He drew his head back, 
gasping for air, eyes closed. When it subsided a bit, he opened his eyes, meeting Scott's, and kissed him softly. 
"What do you want? Do you want that too or something else?" he whispered, wanting to make Scott feel as 
incredible as Scott had made him feel. 


"I want your mouth on me," Scott said, pushing his hips against Mark with a groan as he withdrew his finger. 


"Please..." 


Mark kissed him again and turned him on his back, moving down the bed and getting between Scott's legs. He 
took Scott's cock between his fingers, holding it so he could run his tongue up the underside, from base to tip. 
When he reached the tip, he closed his lips around the head, sucking and licking, tasting Scott. Warm, salty, but 
not unpleasant. He moved down the length, keeping his lips tight, and let his hand go to cup Scott's balls, 
massaging them. He bobbed on Scott's cock, careful not to gag and spoil it, and let his hand move further 
down, his fingertip tracing between Scott's hole and his sac, pressing gently on the sensitive skin 


Scott moaned at the warmth surrounding him, his eyes closing and head thrown back on the bed, fighting to 
keep his hands by his side. "Yes.. there, Mark.. fuck!" He inhaled sharply at the caress of Mark's fingers, then 


tried to relax, wanting to prolong the sensations as much as possible. 


Mark sucked and licked harder and faster, continuing his ministrations further down and using his other hand 


to help jerk Scott off, his firm grip covering the area his mouth didn't. He hummed against Scotts cock, the 
soft firmness of it filling him. 


A sound came from Scott as he involuntarily thrust into Mark's mouth, arresting the movement halfway 
through. "Sorry," he gasped, face tightening as his orgasm approached. "Gonna come-" His hands involuntarily 
came to clutch Mark's shoulders, small cries escaping him with each suck and pull, increasing in volume until 


he came with a loud gasp. 


Mark had made his decision when Scott had asked him to use his mouth. He didn't let up, he kept moving on 
Scott as he came, getting him as close to the back of his throat as possible, and swallowing it down, barely 
tasting anything. He knew how much better it felt to come in someone's mouth and it would be closer to the 
orgasm Scott had given him. He held onto Scotts hips until they stopped jerking, and then pulled off him, laying 
his head quietly on Scott's thigh, his fingers lazily stroking the other one. 


Scotts body trembled beneath him, and a shaky hand came to rest over Mark's. "Thank you," he said quietly, 


fingers running over Mark's hand, his other coming up to rest on Mark's head. 


"You're welcome,” Mark murmured. He raised his head and grinned up at Scott. "Thank goodness we're getting 
the hell out of here today before | have to explain all the calls for sheet changes." He moved up so he was 
lying beside Scott. "| guess we need to make quick work of the shower and get to the buses." 


Scott groaned and turned into him. "I don't want to think about moving yet. And just let housekeeping think 
you're a big stud. Let's just hope my rep isn't sullied by my sheets being unused." 


Mark kissed his forehead. "As long as they don't know it was you helping me mess up the sheets, we're okay. 


They can always figure you went to her room, or slept on the bus." The smile spread over his face slowly, his 


lips against Scotts forehead. "That thing you did, it felt really good," he admitted. 

Scott chuckled. "I know. I'm glad you enjoyed it" He reached up to kiss Mark's mouth. "Alright, you're right, 
won't do to have someone barge in here looking for you and finding us." He rolled out of the bed and winked at 
Mark. "| bet your hangover's a lot better now, though." 

Mark laughed. "I think you cured it altogether, so thanks for that too." 

"Wash my back again?" Scott grinned. 

Mark got up and gestured toward the bathroom. "Sure, but that's all it's going to be, you haven't found me 
that Viagra yet" He glanced at the clock, "Shit, we gotta move." He slapped Scotts ass lightly when he got close 
to him. "At least we used a bed this time." 


"And found the cure to the hangover." Scott chuckled. "C'mon, let's get clean" 


Chapter 5 


November 1, 2002, New York City, NY 


Scott closed the door firmly behind him, leaning back against it and heaving a sigh. "Finally! | thought we'd never 
be rid of them." He grinned at Mark. "Now do you get why | like to skip out of meetings?” 


Mark grinned back. "Yes, but | usually try to tune them out and think about other, more interesting, things." 
Scott arched an eyebrow. "Like what?" he asked suggestively, stepping away from the door. 


Mark took a couple steps toward him, his smile taking on an edge, moving from friendly to slightly more 


lustful. "Kissing, touching, licking, biting, that sort of thing." 


"Oh" Scott put a hand behind Mark's head and pulled his face down, taking Mark's lips between his, dragging his 
teeth over them lightly before sucking on the lower lip, slowly releasing it. "That sort of thing, huh?" 


"Yeah," he answered, kissing the corners of Scott's mouth and letting his hands go under Scott's shirt to rub 
his back, "that sort of thing." 


Scott hummed and pressed himself against Mark's chest, sliding his hands down Mark's back to his ass. "This is 
*much* better than talking to the suits," he murmured, latching on to Mark's throat. 


Mark groaned. "Hell yes, it is." He lifted Scotts shirt, pulling it over his head. He put one hand on the back of 
Scott's neck, holding him for a deep kiss, and used the other to press them groin to groin, rubbing against him 
a bit. 


Scott felt himself begin to respond beneath his pants, and caressed Mark's tongue with his. He ran one hand up 
the front of Mark's shirt while the other he slid under Mark's jeans and boxers, cupping his ass and 
encouraging the grind of their hips. Scott broke away from Mark's mouth and rested his head against Mark's 
shoulder, humming with pleasure. "Bed, maybe?" he asked. 


"Umm," Mark responded, reluctantly letting go of Scott and taking his hand, pulling him quickly toward the 
bedroom. Mark glanced back at him, smiling softly. "The faster we walk, the quicker we get there and back to 
what we want to be doing." He stripped at the bedside, watching Scott with eager eyes. 


Scott smiled at him and quickly shed his own clothes, stepping forward. He immediately took Mark in his hand, 
caressing him lightly as his lips sought Mark's mouth, his other hand going to rest on Mark's ass again 


Mark pushed against Scott, going to wrap his hand around Scott's shaft, but drew his mouth back, chuckling. 
"Why do we never have the lube the instant we need it?" 


Scott laughed a little. "Because it would look suspicious if we always kept lube in our pockets." He pushed Mark 
away a little, going to retrieve the desired item out of the bag at the foot of the bed Putting some on his 
hands, he handed the lube to Mark and then closed his hand around Mark's shaft again, his hand sliding firmly 
along its length. 


Mark thrust up into Scott's hand and got his own slick, letting one go immediately to grasp Scott and the other 
below his balls. Mark rubbed him gently, finger pressing against his entrance, but not going in. He bit at Scotts 


lips, seeing them plump even more and redden a bit. "That color looks good on you." 


Scott gave a soft moan and rocked against Mark's hands. He bent his head and bit at Mark's shoulder, sucking 
a little. "I think a hickey would look good on you," he said with a mischievous grin 


Mark laughed. "I've thought the same thing about you from time to time, and been a little worried I'd done it 
on accident, and as much as | love the way it would feel if you did it, I'd have to bitchslap you," he teased. He 
stared into Scotts eyes, his face growing serious again. He bent down and kissed him again passionately. "Lay 
down with me." 


Scott did as he asked, taking Mark's hand and pulling him down on the bed alongside him, then rolling over to 
press his body against Mark's. He found Mark's mouth again, delving into it, his hands coming up to frame 
Mark's face. "| guess its the thought that counts, huh?" he murmured, raising up to meet Mark's eyes and 
smiling. His fingers stroked Mark's cheek softly. 


"Yes," Mark murmured, his hand sliding down Scotts side to rest on his hip. Mark reached between them, 
adjusting so their shafts lay against each other. He leaned in, kissing Scott again, deliberately slower this time, 
taking the time to nip at Scotts lips before letting his tongue lick over them and slip between them. He put a 
leg between Scott's thighs, and reached down, finding Scott's entrance once more, gently working a finger inside 
him. 


Scott breathed deeply and consciously relaxed around him, letting a soft moan escape as he kissed lightly at 
Mark's lips. He straddled Mark's hips and rocked back and forth a little, feeling the effects of Mark's 
penetration and the sensation of their cocks against each other. "Fuck, that's good," he breathed, reaching 


between them to caress Mark's balls. 
Mark groaned. "I know it is, thanks to you. Touch me, more, Scott," he pleaded, 


Scott released a breath and kissed him passionately, using his tongue to beg entrance to Mark's mouth. His 
hands guided Mark to shift onto his side, gasps escaping Scott as their movements caused Mark to move 
inside of him. Scott's eyes were closed and his breathing rapid as they settled into a better position. He 
intertwined their legs and slipped his hand between them, first grasping Mark's cock and stroking it from tip to 
base, then lengthening the stroke until he ended on Mark's balls. He continued to elongate his motions until he 
was brushing against Mark's entrance, then slipped his finger inside, a little at a time, stroking in and out until 


Mark had it all. 


The moan sounded as if it was dragged from deep in Mark's chest and his entire body tightened for a moment, 
before relaxing. He let his own finger move within Scott, pressing another one against him. "Can you take 
more?" he whispered. "I can" His words were a little hesitant, Scott had given him up to three the last time 


and it seemed as if the need only grew and intensified rather than being satisfied, 


"| think so," Scott breathed, kissing Mark's chest and withdrawing from him, then bringing a second finger in, 


working it in with the same gradual progression as before. "That good or do you want more?" 


"Give me a couple minutes and then try another," Mark said softly, adjusting to the extra digit. He took his 
time, stretching Scott gently and pushing another one in slowly, crooking both and stroking, trying to find the 
right spot that would leave Scott the senseless being who couldn't think of much beyond pure physical 
pleasure that it always left himself. "Try now," he whispered against Scotts throat. 


Scotts chest was heaving and his body trembling from Mark's touch, soft moans escaping his throat with 
every breath. Every now and then he would flinch a little, reflecting the alternating discomfort and pleasure he 
was experiencing as he tried to adjust to the new sensations. "Fuck, Mark," he breathed, his eyes closed and 
forehead resting against Mark's chest. Then his own fingers began to work again, preparing Mark and then 
slowly introducing a third finger to him. 


Mark bit his lip as he focused on staying relaxed. If he tensed up, it would hurt, but if he didn't..oh shit, that 
felt good, he thought, however in the hell Scott was doing it, it felt good He stroked Scotts hair with his lips 
when he felt the slight flinch. "Am | hurting you? Should | stop?" 


"No," Scott whispered, "s‘okay." He took a deep breath. "Here, turn your hand a little, touch the front." He tried 
to relax as Mark maneuvered, and then his breath escaped him in a rush as Mark's fingers brushed against 
the right spot. "There- there, Mark, oh FUCK," Scott gasped as his hips thrust forward of their own accord, a 


cry escaping from him. 


Mark felt heady from Scotts expression and words and kept his fingers moving in the right area, taking Scotts 
incoherent mutterings and moans into his mouth. His own excitement continued to increase with Scott's 
movements. "Don't come," he gasped, breaking the kiss. "I want... more, Scott," he panted, "| need you to give 
me more." His skin felt like it was on fire from the inside, three fingers wasn't enough anymore, he'd done that 


and he needed more. 


"Wanna come," Scott said, almost a whimper, burying his head in Mark's chest as he thrust against him, 


struggling to continue his own movements in Mark. 


"| know, so do I," he answered, withdrawing his fingers and giving Scott a moment to calm down, even while he 


pushed against Scotts fingers. "Scott..can we..can you.." his voice trailed off in embarrassment. There was only 


one thing left they hadn't done, but he didn't know how to ask 


Scotts eyes opened, dilated and unfocused at first, gradually sharpening to meet Mark's gaze. "Do you want me 


in you?" he asked softly. 


Mark couldn't get the words out, and felt his face heat with a blush. He nodded slowly. 


Scott raised up to kiss Mark, softly and thoroughly. "| want to be inside you," he murmured, dropping kisses all 


along Mark's face as he slowly withdrew his fingers from Mark. "Where do you have a condom around here?" 


"Your room, you tell me." Mark grinned softly at the idea Scott was so far gone he didn't even remember 


where they were. 


Scott laughed a little, dropping his face to Mark's neck and kissing him before pushing back, leaning over the 

end of the bed to fish around in his duffle. He sat back up, condom in hand, and unwrapped it and rolled it onto 
himself, then lubed himself up generously before coming up next to Mark again. "How do you want to do this?" 
he asked softly, bending down to kiss him again, caressing his face with his hand. "Want to face me or have me 


behind?" 


"Facing you, that way you can kiss me through the pain," he murmured apprehensively. "I know it's going to 
hurt some, but | want to try it, and | know you'll be careful" His brow was slightly creased, his nervousness 
evident, but he closed his eyes, took a deep breath and reopened them. "I think I'm ready," he told Scott, raising 
his legs so his soles rested on the mattress. 


Scott settled between Mark's legs, but didn't press against him, instead running his hands over Mark's chest 
and shoulders and leaning up to kiss him. "You know that if you think about how much it's going to hurt, it's 
going to hurt worse," Scott murmured over his mouth. He dipped his head to kiss Mark's neck, drawing his 
tongue along the skin there. "You need to think about how good it's going to feel, instead" 


Mark shuddered, Scott's mouth on his neck always got to him. He couldn't help but relax when Scott did that, 
it made him feel boneless. He pulled Scott closer, his hand snaking between Scott's legs and one finger entering 
him, stroking. "Feel good like this?" 


Scott's entire body shuddered, almost collapsing on top of Mark. "Yeah," he gasped, dropping his own hand down 
and slipping it into Mark, echoing his movements. "Good like that." 


Mark moaned and gave him a hard kiss. "Damn.do it, Scott, make me come, make us both come." 

Scott crushed his mouth against Mark's, withdrawing his finger and positioning himself at Mark's entrance. He 
reached instead to wrap his hand around Mark's cock, stroking firmly as he began to press against Mark's 
hole, asking him to relax. 

Mark did his best, pulling his legs into his chest and spreading them, enjoying Scotts hand on his shaft. He bit 
his lip from the pressure of Scott's cock, experiencing some discomfort, but not a burning pain. "Slow," he 


panted, "just go slow." 


"Don't think about it," Scott whispered in his ear, then fastened his lips onto Mark's neck, licking and sucking 


lightly as he rocked back and forth against Mark, pressing a little harder each time. He released Mark's cock 
and brought his hand down to his own, holding it in place as he gently pushed the head inside. 


Mark grimaced as Scott entered him, putting his hands on Scott's shoulders. "Stay like that for a second" He 
took a couple deep breaths, feeling Scotts lips working their magic on his neck. He bore down a little bit and 
felt himself slightly loosen around Scott. He sighed then, feeling better and the discomfort lessening. He caught 
Scott's earlobe with his teeth. "More." 


Scott pulled back a little and thrust forward again, sinking in a little further, moaning softly at the hot 
tightness that surrounded him. "Fuck you feel good," he breathed. "Are you okay?" He held himself still above 
Mark, trying to prevent himself from thrusting in further. He drew his hand up to caress Mark's balls and 
shaft again. 


Mark nodded, although he had felt a slight burning when Scott withdrew, and arched up into Scott's hand, one 
of his own hands gripping Scotts arm, the other a fistful of sheet. He felt a slight tingle in his groin, Scott was 
getting closer to his prostate. He pushed against Scott tentatively, wondering if taking him in further would 
help alleviate his discomfort on Scotts withdrawal. He gasped when Scott slid a little further in, his eyes 
opening wide at the feeling of Scotts cock sliding against his most sensitive area. "Oh fuuuuck...” 


Scott smiled and rocked back and forth, little thrusts, right against that spot. "That's it, isn't it?" he breathed, 
lowering himself to Mark's mouth again, swallowing his moans as Scott rocked against him. "Damn you feel 
good," he moaned, sinking in even further, until Mark held all of him, in a tight hot grip. "Come for me, Mark" 
Scott's head lowered to Mark's chest as he began to move. 


Mark's hand was shaky as he wrapped it around himself, stroking firmly and rapidly. He was in a state of 
incoherence, his reality centered on his body's feelings. Scott was getting him just right and he felt his balls 
tighten just before he exploded, crying out from the overwhelming relief of it. He continued to stroke himself, 
getting it all out, moans still tumbling from his throat. "Yesyesyes.." He let go of his shaft and wrapped his 
arms around Scotts back and his legs tightly around Scotts waist, his body still quaking. "Scott, fuck.” 


Scott drove into him a few more times before he came with a long, low groan, his hips pumping against Mark's 
for a moment longer until his orgasm subsided. He rested his head on Mark's chest, panting heavily, waiting for 
his heart to slow down. Finally he dragged his head up to meet Mark's eyes. "Damn, that was good," he said, a 


lopsided smile coming across his face. 


Mark smiled back, his eyes closing tiredly with his hands resting on Scott's back. "Amazing," he murmured. "I 


don't think I've ever come quite that hard." 


Scotts smile grew until it covered his whole face. "And just think, that was your first time." He dropped a kiss 
on the center of Mark's chest and slowly withdrew. 


Mark winced a bit as he withdrew, the skin still tender, but then smiled back at Scott. "There's certainly 
something to be said for a-spot stimulation" He turned onto his side carefully, curling up a bit, and trying to 


get more comfortable. He felt good and relaxed, but his body felt weird at the same time. He shrugged it off, 
this was just one of those things that would take some getting used to. 


Scott discarded the condom and then came up and wrapped himself around Mark, legs and arms surrounding 
him as he dropped kisses all over his face. His hands rubbed Mark's back, the caresses simultaneously strong 


and gentle. "How do you feel?" he murmured, pulling Mark's head against his shoulder and nuzzling against him. 


"Odd," Mark answered, "but good." Mark snuggled a little tighter against him. "Thanks for that and l'm glad it 
didn't freak you out. It didn't, did it?" he asked, a bit unsure. "Because if it did, its okay to tell me and we don't 
have to do it again or anything." 


Scott smiled. "If it did, | wouldn't have done it. It's fine, Mark, I'm glad you felt like you could ask me for it and | 
*definitely® enjoyed it" His hands continued to run up and down Mark's sweat-slickened back, his lips pressing 
against Mark's shoulder. "I don't want you to worry about what | think about you. | love you and this shouldn't 
undermine that, it should strengthen it." 


Mark smiled and licked Scotts neck. "Good, I'm glad" He kissed where he had just licked, feeling his body heat 
and Scott's combine more. "Maybe it's time we head for the shower. This time you get to guard my back while 
they change the sheets." He was careful as he sat up and took a moment to stand up. "Okay, this feels weirder 


than | thought, maybe a bath is a better idea," he suggested. 


Scott sat up and looked at him with a little concern. "You sure you're okay? Run a bath if that's what you 
want." He stood and slid an arm around Mark's waist, reaching up to kiss him softly. 


‘lm fine," Mark assured him, returning the kiss and smiling. "Meet me in there and you can wash my back 
again." Mark took a few steps and stopped, turning his head. "Scott, | love you too," he said, and then continued 
to the bathroom. 


Several minutes later the bathroom door opened and Scott walked in He smiled at Mark as he shed his robe 
and boxers, stepping into the tub next to him. "Feeling better?" he asked, reaching over to kiss his cheek. 


"Yeah," Mark smiled. "I think I'm going to be just fine, not too sore at all" He grinned bashfully then. "It really 


was amazing when | came, thank you." He lifted the sponge. "Wash me or you?" 


Scott took it. "I got you." He urged Mark to sit forward and ran the sponge across Mark's shoulders and down 
his back, his hands as firmly gentle as always as he ran his palms along the skin. When Mark's back was 
thoroughly clean, Scott draped his arms around his neck and leaned against him, dropping a kiss on his shoulder. 
“All clean," he murmured, dropping the sponge with a plop in front of them. 


"Thanks," Mark answered, leaning back and in turn pushing Scott to rest back against the tub. He felt the soft 
hair on his back and ran his hands over Scott's thighs under the water. "What are you going to do when we go 


home?" 


Scott smiled against Mark's back. "See Jagger. Spend every minute possible with him when I'm not sleeping." He 
chuckled. "How about you?" 


"He'll love that, and so will you. I'm guessing I'll be immersed in wedding stuff. In a way, the closer it gets, the 
faster the days go by, but in a way not, since Vic hasn't been around" He frowned, thinking about the wedding. 
"Scott..when | get married.." He felt Scott sigh as his arms closed around Mark's waist, head resting against his 
back. 


"Yeah, | know.. can | just enjoy it while it lasts?" he asked, a hopeful tone to his voice. 


Mark took one of his hands and lifted his wrist to his lips, kissing it. "We both can. Ready to switch and I'll do 


your back?" 
Scott kissed Mark between his shoulders. "Sounds good to me." He got up and made his way in front of Mark. 
Mark washed him thoroughly, massaging his shoulders a little when he was done. "I guess | need to go to my 
room and change, | wanted to squeeze in a workout. Different than ours," he teased, kissing Scott's neck, and 
standing up. 


Scott pouted at him. "I'll pine away without you," he said dramatically, then grinned. "Have fun." 


"Fucker," Mark laughed, drying off and getting dressed, blowing him a kiss as he left. 


Scott picked up the phone. "Yeah?" 

Mark took a deep breath, trying to control his tone and keep the panic out of it. "I need to talk to you. Now" 
Scott's brow creased. "Sure, what's up?" 

"Not on the phone, come to my room?" 


"Be right there." Scott hung up the phone and hurried out of his room, frowning. He arrived at Mark's door and 


knocked. "Hey man, it's me." 


Mark had been pacing just behind the door and jerked it open, sticking his head out and looking both ways. 
"Good, she must still be shopping," he muttered. He stepped back and gestured for Scott to come in, closing the 
door and going back to pace in front of the sofa. 


"Hey, what's going on? Who's shopping?" Scott asked, watching Mark pace for a moment before reaching out to 
catch him by the wrist, halting his movements. 


"Vicky," he said, looking stricken. "She was here when | got back from your room. | could have fainted when | 
walked in and found her. She wanted to surprise me." He pulled away from Scott and sat down, his head 
drooping. "| asked her why she didn't call when she got here and she said she'd been unpacking and just messing 


around a little." 
Scotts eyes widened. "Shit." He dropped down onto the sofa next to Mark 


He lifted his head and glanced at Scott. "Yeah, shit. All | was thinking was what the hell could have happened if 
we'd been in *here*® instead, and she found us. Then she started hugging and kissing on me and | don't think 
anyone could have found my balls at that point," he mocked. "Between what you and | did, and then being 
scared to death at the thought of her finding out, | couldn't get it up to save my life, but | couldn't tell her 


that so instead she just looked at me funny when she realized it wasn't happening, and asked what was wrong." 
Scott took a deep breath. "What did you say?" 


Mark dropped back against the sofa. "I told her | hadn't been feeling well all day, that my stomach was 
bothering me, but she didn't really believe me and asked me if | was telling her the truth. Threw in that little 
barb about it wouldn't be the first time I'd cheated on her. That was pretty much enough to make me really 
sick though, so | ran into the bathroom. I've never been so glad to throw up in my life, which worked out well 
because then she did believe me. Hell, she even apologized for implying | might be cheating, but it got me 
thinking, Scott." 


Scott looked vaguely nauseous himself as he listened to what Mark said. "You want to end it," he whispered, 


staring across the room. 


Mark automatically reached for him, hearing his hurt, but drew back and glanced at the door. He sighed then 
"We have to, Scott. I'm sorry. | haven't been looking at it like this, but | am cheating on her. Every time I'm 
with you, l'm hurting her whether she knows it or not. l'm going to marry her, she has to be the only ore. | 
don't know what I'd do if she found out," he whispered, the whole situation making him miserable. He hated 
hurting either of them, but he if he had to choose, he was going to fulfill the commitment he'd given Vicky 


when he had proposed. 


Scott bit his lip and nodded, clenching his hands together in his lap. "No, you're right," he said, voice thin. "This 
was never meant to be anything other than a good time, messing around.. | don't want Vicky to get hurt by it” 
He looked up and met Mark's eyes then. "I want you two to be happy, | definitely don't want to come between 


you." 
Mark cupped his cheek, his thumb stroking it, but listening carefully for the door. "I really am sorry." His eyes 
drifted to Scotts lips, it felt natural to kiss him, but he couldn't. He didn't have the right. "Thank you for 


understanding," he whispered. "We're going to be okay, aren't we, Scott? Like we were before?" 


Scott gave a small smile, bringing his hand up to cover Mark's. "| don't know about like we were before, but | 


think we'll be okay. I'll miss you, though." He turned his head and kissed Mark's palm, closing his eyes. "I knew it 
had to end sometime," he said softly, "but it was good to not be alone for awhile." 


Mark's hand tightened on him and he tried to grin "Don't make me get all sappy and crap, Scott. You're not 
going to be alone either, I'm still going to be with you almost every day, and you know if you need me, l'm 
here. We've got a special friendship, don't forget that." 


Scott gave him a small smile. "It's not the same and you know it, but yes, | appreciate that very much." He 
kissed Mark's palm again and looked wistfully at his mouth. "| guess one for the road might be a bit 


presumptuous.” 


Mark stood up and pulled Scott with him, making sure they were out of the line of vision should someone come 


through the door. "Presumptuous or not, to hell with it," he murmured, lowering his mouth to Scott's. 


Scott met him passionately, his hands going up to Mark's face and neck, bringing them closer together. His kiss 
was not meant to arouse, but to savor, as his lips caressed Mark's and his tongue brushed over Mark's 
mouth. He kissed him harder then, a tinge of desperation coming through, plunging his tongue into Mark's 


welcoming mouth. 


Mark tangled one hand in Scotts hair, feeling the last kiss would have to encompass everything he felt about 
them. His arm wrapped around Scott, holding him. He backed Scott against the wall, hanging onto him and 
returning the fevered embrace. When he felt the need for a breath, he pulled away slowly, already missing the 
taste of Scotts mouth, and rested his forehead against Scotts. "If you don't go now," he grated out, "I'm going 
to get really stupid" But when he met Scott's eyes, he moved back in for another kiss, rubbing his lips gently 
over Scotts. "So sorry," he breathed raggedly. 


Scott pulled softly at his lips, getting one last taste after another, before finally gently pushing Mark away. 
"lm going to go," he whispered, letting his thumb brush lightly over Mark's lips. "Love Vicky. Enjoy her. She's a 
wonderful girl” He smiled; it was an effort but it was genuine, and he stepped away from the wall. "I love you 
and | always will, whether this is a part of it or not.” 


He headed towards the door. 


Mark watched him walk away, feeling a sense of loss that he couldn't easily define. He called out to him. "Thank 


you. And | meant it when | told you earlier, | love you too." 


Scott turned and smiled at him, then opened the door and walked out. 


November 14, 2002, Orlando, FL 


Mark tried the door and found it open, he had given Vicky the briefest explanation after Diane's call and told 
her he would call her later after he talked to Scott. He called Flip on his way to tell him he would call him later 
with an update too, letting Diane handle everyone else. He closed and locked the door behind him, calling out. 


"Scott?" He pocketed his keys. "Scott, man, where are you?" 

Mark checked the rooms as he passed them, going on to the back and pushing Scotts bedroom door open. 
"Scott?" He saw Scott sitting on the bed, looking down silently, his arms wrapped around himself. Mark sighed 
softly and walked over, sitting down beside him and leaning to pull Scott to him, holding him tightly. "Diane called 
me. I'm so sorry." 

Scott flinched a little when Mark reached out, and was stiff in his embrace. "I'm fine." 

Mark felt his unyielding stance and loosened his grip, using one hand to lift Scotts face by the chin, and 
examine the side of his face. He rubbed his fingertips gently over the still somewhat reddened marks. "She got 
you good, didn't she? And you're not fine, you can't be. It's me, Scott, no one else, just me." 


Scott turned his face away and held himself tighter. "lve had worse." 


Mark refused to let him draw too far away, too much further into himself, and pulled him tight again, forcing 
Scott's head into his neck, stroking his hair. "Maybe physically you have." 


His body trembled a little then, and some of the resistance softened. He didn't speak 


Mark continued to hold him, stroking his hair and placing soft kisses against it. "Whenever you're ready to talk, 


I'm here, I'm not going to leave you alone," he whispered. 


Scott took a shuddering breath, and his arms came out to wrap around Mark's waist, holding him tightly. 
"Okay," he whispered. 


Mark silently sighed with relief that Scott wasn't going to force it to stay inside, now all he had to do was bide 


his time and reassure Scott he wasn't leaving him. 


Scott pressed his face to Mark's neck, his breathing shallow and tight. After several moments he swallowed 
harshly and pushed back a little. "I'll be fine." His hand came up to rub the moisture from his eyes. 


Mark stilled his hands and rubbed the moisture away himself, then pressed his lips to Scott's forehead. "I know 


you *will® be, but I'm here now because | know you aren't.” 


Scott bit his lip and closed his eyes, though a tear escaped anyway. "Stop," he whispered. "Please, just stop.. l'm 
not proud of myself right now." 


Mark's brow creased in confusion. "What are you talking about? You didn't hit her back, Scott, that's something 
to be proud of" 


| had her *arrested*," Scott said, voice strained to the point of near inaudibility. "For hitting me with a 
fucking *cell phone*. She's the mother of my son, Mark, how could | do that?" 


Mark's jaw hardened. "She hit you, Scott. Regardless of anything else, she physically attacked you. Do you want 
her to think that's okay and do it more and more often? Do you want her to get to the point where she does 
it front of Jagger? Would that be better than her spending a day or two in jail? | don't think so. She's not 
fucking right in the head, Scott! Why in the hell shouldn't she have been arrested for assault?" 


Scott flinched at his words, edging away from him. "I loved her, Mark! She wouldn't do it in front of Jagger, 


she's not ever going to see him again.. that should be enough." 


Mark held him tighter when he tried to pull away. "If she's high enough, she would do it, Scott, and maybe you 
realized it earlier and are trying to deny it now. And she doesn't need to see Jagger anytime soon, she's not 
good for him no matter who she is. Until she can get her head on straight, he's better off. Not to mention 
Diane told me she was using him against you before the police were called. Don't rationalize it all away now, 
you did it for a reason, Scott, remember that. | know you loved her, but she's not the same person now, she's 
not even close to who you fell in love with. Look at me," Mark demanded. "I've been here from the beginning, 


I've seen it all and I'm telling you, | think you did the right thing.” 


Scott looked up at him as his face began to crumple, and he turned into Mark's shoulder as his chest 
shuddered. "How can things have gotten so bad that *this* is the right thing?" he cried. "Its not right, its all 
wrong, it's not supposed to be this way! God, how did this *happen*?" He broke down in sobs against Mark's 
chest. 


Mark didn't have the answers Scott needed and felt his own throat knot when Scott started crying. "I know it's 
not how it's supposed to be, Scott, | know that, and l'm so sorry that it has turned out this way." He squeezed 
him tightly. "You're not alone, Scott, | won't let you go through this by yourself, | promise." 


Scotts body shook as hot tears flowed onto the skin of Mark's neck, his arms tightening around Mark as he 


moved in even closer. "I just don't know what to do," he said brokenly. 


"A day at a time, Scott," he whispered back, rocking him like a child, trying to soothe the pain with unspoken 
love. Mark continued holding him, letting Scott get it out until his tears and shudders subsided. 


Scott still held him tightly, the silence broken by the occasional sniff or shaky breath. Finally, he spoke. "I want 


to see Jagger." 


Mark knew he wasn't in any shape to see Jagger just yet. "Give it a little more time. Get yourself together a 


little more and if you're up to it, we'll give him a call and see how he's doing and about going to get him." 


Scott trembled. "She said she was going to take him away from me." 


Mark cursed her silently and took Scott's face in his hands, staring into his eyes. “That is *not* going to 
happen. There's no chance of that, Scott, her problems are well documented and she's done nothing to change 
the judge's mind, she's only made it worse today. You *know® that. Jagger isn’t going anywhere, don't even 


consider it. He's yours and no one can take him away.” 


"| know," he whispered. "I know, but I'm still afraid of it" He leaned his head back into Mark's shoulder. "She said 
that | hit her, too, and if she could get a judge to believe *that* then she might. | know she won't, but.." 


"But you didn't and they know it, there were no marks on her, Scott, you're the only one who has marks.” 


Mark lifted his face again, stroking his cheek and then kissing it gently. "Does it still hurt?" 

Scott shrugged. "A little bit" He studied the floor. 

"Want me to fix you an ice pack? Think that will help?" 

He shrugged again. "It'll be fine." 

Mark shifted, keeping a hand on Scott, and moved up to sit so he could lean back against the headboard, pulling 
Scott up into his arms again and leaning his head on Scott's. He waited a moment and whispered quietly. "Nurse 


Mark is back, just let me know if you need anything.’ 


A smile came over Scott's face and he tightened his arms around Mark. "I know | need something, I'm just not 


sure what" 

"When you figure it out, all you have to do is ask," Mark assured him. 

"Just hold me." Scott closed his eyes. 

Mark smiled softly, kissing Scott's hair again. "Not a problem. Love you, Scott” 

Scott's breath caught on a sob. "I love you too. Why couldn't Hillaree love me? Why wasn't | good enough?" 
"She did love you, I'm sure of it, but she was just too young to be a mother and a wife. She missed out on 
being a free, unattached adult and she wanted that. Unfortunately the cost didn't matter. It wasn't you, Scott, 


she just wasn't ready for it" And she was a crazy bitch, he thought, but didn't say. 


‘le tried to help her, tried to give her what she needed," Scott whispered. "Even when she needed time, | gave 


her that too." 


| know you did, | know you did everything you could to make it work, but she didn't want it enough, Scott, and 


only one of you trying wasn't, and won't be, enough." 


"What's going to happen to Jagger, then?" he asked. "How is he going to grow up with only a father who's not 


home most of the time? That's no life for a child to have, Mark, and | don't want him to grow up with the 


same issues that | have because of a fucked-up family life." 

"He's going to be fine, you're a different father than yours was. We don't tour all year every year, Scott, and 
you can get him a tutor and he can go with us when we are on the road, at least you'll have him with you 
then, but for now, we've only got two months to get through and then we're done for a while. Less than eight 
weeks, Scott, we can hang in there that long.” 

Scott took a deep breath. "I'll try." 

"I know you will,” Mark told him, giving him another hug. "And l'm always around when you need me." 


Scott gave a wistful smile. "Not so much anymore. Do | really have to share you with Vicky?" 


Mark smiled back, just glad to see Scott getting a better grip. "Unfortunately, but you've got my undivided 


attention right now." 
Scott pressed a kiss to Mark's throat. "Thanks." 


Mark closed his eyes at the touch of Scotts lips on his neck, fighting back the shiver. Don't be a bastard, he 
thought, but kissed Scotts forehead anyway. "You're welcome." 


Scott nuzzled into his neck and sighed. "I couldn't wait to go see Jagger and now | don't know what to tell him." 


Mark stroked his arm. "You don't have to tell him anything right now, just take some time and think about it. 
He's not going to understand, but you can wait a little while until you come up with the best way to explain to 


him. 
"Yeah." Scott's fingers brushed against Mark's shirt, and he breathed deeply. "You smell good." 


Mark couldn't stop the shudder that time, though he tried desperately, and shifted a litle, trying to play it 


off. "Showers can do wonders," he grinned, his fingers rubbing a little harder on Scotts arm. 
Scott smiled. "It's not the shower, it's you. I've missed you." His lips caressed Mark's throat again. 


Mark squeezed his eyes shut and bit back the moan It had been harder than he thought it would be to give 


Scott up. "lve missed you too," he muttered hoarsely. His other hand rose to run through Scotts hair. 
A soft sound of contentment came from Scott as he shifted closer to Mark, leaning into his caress. "Thank 
you for being here for me. You're always here when | need you." His hand fell on Mark's arm, running down it, 


feeling the fine skin. "I hope you know I'm always here for you, too." 


| know, you were there for me earlier this year and now its my turn to be here for you." He kissed Scott's 


hair again, holding him a little tighter. 
Scott pushed up a little and kissed the corner of his mouth tenderly, his eyes smiling a little bit. "I'm glad" 
Mark stared at his lips, remembering their taste vividly, and bent his head to kiss him gently. "Me too." 


Scott met his kiss, pressing their mouths together with a gentle urgency, his hand coming up to cup Mark's 
cheek as his tongue sought entrance to Mark's mouth. He gave a soft moan as their tongues caressed, feeling 


the taste and sensation wash over him again, soothing the sharp inner turmoil. 


Mark fought not to throw Scott on his back and settle over him roughly, just taking him into himself. Instead, 
he gently rolled them so Scott was laying down and only Mark's chest was draped over him. He let his fingers 
trace over Scotts right cheek, mindful of the left one, and continued to kiss him, nibbling on his full lips before 
moving to his neck and sucking gently from one spot to the next. 


Scott's eyes drifted shut, sounds of pleasure escaping from him as Mark moved along his throat. His hands 
came up to rest on Mark's head, running over the shorn hair while he lifted his leg to throw over Mark's 
waist. "That feels so good," he sighed, rolling his head back to expose his neck further. "| missed you, Mark." He 
found one of Mark's hands and raised it to his mouth, kissing the tips of his fingers. 


Mark let his other hand go under Scotts shirt and trail over the smooth skin of Scott's side, along his ribs. 
"I've thought about you more than once," he murmured, lifting his head to kiss Scott again. "I did what | 
thought was right, not what | wanted." He pulled Scott's leg tighter, moving closer so they were groin to groin 
"And I've second guessed myself ever since." His tongue dipped into Scott's mouth again, tasting and licking, his 


fingers moving from Scotts side to run over his nipples. 


"Fuck, Mark," Scott breathed, pressing his hips into Mark, feeling himself swelling rapidly beneath his pants. "l 
need you, please.” He crushed his mouth to Mark's, running his hand down to Mark's ass, pressing him closer. 


Then he shifted, urging Mark to roll over. "Please, for tonight, | need you, please." 


Mark only hesitated a moment before giving Scott a swift, hard kiss. "I need to call Vicky and tell her l'm 
staying here tonight. Let me do that and it will be done." 


Scott halted his movements, lowering his head to Mark's chest, breathing heavily. "If... if you don't think you 
should, then it's okay," he said, though the words were a struggle to say. "I mean it when | say | don't want to 


come between you and Vicky. | don't want you to wind up in a similar situation to me one day." 


"l'm still marrying her, Scott, you're not going to come between us, so don't worry about that. As for this, | 
want to be here, with you. I'll be right back," he told him, giving him a slow lingering kiss before going out into 
the hallway and calling Vicky. He felt some guilt when she was understanding and told him to stay there as long 
as he needed to, that she would call Flip and Mark could call her again when he was ready, but when he looked 
back in the room and saw Scott, he simply said thanks and hung up. He put his phone on the stand and stripped 
off his shirt, then lay back down beside Scott, pulling him into his arms. "It's okay." 


Scott looked up at him with big eyes. "You're sure?" 
"Yes." He took Scotts arm, kissing the inside of his wrist, his tongue wetting it for his lips. 


Scotts eyes slid shut and he leaned forward, asking for a kiss. Mark gave it to him and Scott wrapped his 
arms around him, kissing him soft and deep. "Be with me, Mark," he whispered as his hands slid down Mark's 
smooth chest, finding and caressing his nipples, making them stiff and tight. His mouth found Mark's jaw, then 
throat, and shoulder, working its way down with soft lips. "I need you tonight.” 


Mark sighed softly, fingers curling in Scotts hair, as he gave over to the tender ministrations. "Yes. | won't 
leave you, I'll stay all night.” His body was already throbbing in anticipation of more of Scotts touch. 


"Show me | can do something right," Scott murmured, running his tongue over Mark's nipple. "I want to quit 


screwing up, | want to quit disappointing people, | want to quit making other people pick up my slack." 


Mark put his hands on Scott's face, lifting it, and stared into his eyes. "You're not a screw up or a 
disappointment, Scott, don't think that." He pulled Scott up, kissing him again, and held him to him, fingers 
stroking his cheek. "You do a lot of things right, not just this." 


"Then why is it all falling apart?" he whispered, pressing his lips against Mark's cheek. "I can't keep up with it 
all, and you and my parents and everybody else always have to pick up the pieces." He lowered himself to rest 


on Mark's body, burying his face in Mark's neck. 


‘Its not been our best year, Scott, but its almost over." Mark stroked his hair, wrapping his arms and legs 
around Scott, trying to make him feel held since he knew how much that meant to Scott. "We're going to make 
it and it's going to be okay." 


"| love you." Scott pressed his lips to Mark's neck, his breath hot against the skin. "I love you so much, Mark, | 
don't know how I'd do it without you." He planted kisses all along Mark's neck and up his jawline, his hand holding 
Mark's face close to his. "Thank you for loving me," he whispered against Mark's lips. 


"You're welcome," Mark whispered back, rolling them over and covering Scott's body with his, laying his head 
next to Scotts. "I'm here for you, Scott" 


Scott ran his hands down Mark's bare back and to his ass, pressing Mark against him while dropping kisses 
along his neck. He brought one leg around Mark's hips to hold him close while his hands continued to brush 
along Mark's skin, coming up to his head and running gently along his face. "Love me, Mark," Scott breathed in 


his ear. 


Mark kissed him softly and sat up, pulling Scott with him and taking off Scotts shirt before working his pants 
off and standing to strip off his own Mark laid back down over him, kissing his forehead, cheeks, lips and then 
soft touches on his neck. He worked down Scott's chest, fingers trailing down his sides and laid his cheek on 


Scott's thigh, licking his hand and beginning to stroke him gently, soft kisses landing on his hip. 


Scott sighed softly at the contact, his hands falling lightly on Mark's head and hand, tracing over them 
delicately as they worked their magic. Scott found Mark's free hand with his own and gripped it tightly, almost 
too tightly, a man clinging to a tether. His brow creased a little as he swelled under Mark's hand, turning his 
head to the side. His fingers drew lightly along Mark's wrist and hand as they worked, feeling the movements, 


seemingly reassuring himself that they were real. 


Mark raised up and took Scott in his mouth, sucking and licking the warm, firm skin, trying to make sure Scott 
felt the love he was so desperate for. He pulled his hand away from Scott, licking his finger and pressing 
against Scot's hole, letting it slide in slowly, his movements gentle but deliberate as he searched inside him. It 
wouldn't fix everything, but it could make Scott feel better for a little while. His other hand moved from 
Scott's balls to his shaft, bringing additional pleasure to that sensitive skin 


Scott released a shuddering breath, clenching around Mark a little as both his hands landed on Mark's gently 


bobbing head. "More, Mark," he whispered. "Give me more, take me away, let me forget.” 


Mark carefully pressed another finger against Scott. "Tell me if it hurts." He worked it inside, crooking his 
fingers and rubbing, attuned to Scott's sounds and movements. He lifted his head again, kissing Scott's stomach. 


"Are you okay?" 


Scott's brow was creased and he shook his head. "Here," he said, reaching over to fumble with the nightstand 


drawer, drawing out some lube. "That'll make it better." 
Mark took it and looked at him. "What do you need, Scott? What can | do to make it right?" 


"What you were doing," Scott whispered, running a hand down Mark's face. "| want you in me, | want to feel 


you in me. Just needed a little help." He gave a small smile. 


Mark returned his smile and coated his fingers with the lube, and taking Scott in his mouth again as he 
carefully reinserted one and then the other, establishing a slow rhythm. He hummed against Scott's shaft, 
feeling Scott's pleasure grow as Scotts grip tightened on him. 


"Yeah," Scott sighed, hands running up and down along Mark's head to his shoulders. "Like that, Mark, please, 
more.’ He hooked a leg over Mark's shoulder, opening himself up more to his touch. "That's so good, Mark, 


yeah.." He shuddered a little beneath him, encouraging the rise and fall of Mark's mouth on his shaft. 


Mark slowed down, both his hands and mouth, the longer it lasted, the longer Scott wouldn't be thinking of 
anything else. He lifted his mouth, nuzzling his head against Scotts inner thigh and then licked Scot's balls, 
sucking gently while his hand continued moving on Scott's shaft. He heard Scott moan and shifted his own body 
a little, feeling a bit of his own fluid on the sheet. He turned his head, nipping at the delicate skin of Scott's leg, 
still stroking inside Scott, waiting for telltale signs that Scott really needed, and was ready, to come. 


Scott shivered and whimpered beneath him, pushing against Mark's fingers. "Fuck, Mark," he whispered, small 


gasps escaping from him. "More, please, give me all of you, | want all of you." 


Mark bit his thigh a little harder, a possessive reaction to Scotts words, as if he wanted to mark him. He 
reached for the lube again, adding more and pressing a third finger against Scott. "I'll give you more, but stop 
me if it hurts," he whispered, taking Scott into his mouth again. 


Scott nodded and tried to relax around him, panting a bit as Mark eased his fingers inside. A hiss escaped him 
as Mark's knuckles pressed against him. 


Mark stopped, pausing for a moment. "Push," he told him, "it helps a little." He moved deeper when he felt 
Scott open a bit more and stopped again, giving him time to adjust, sucking his balls softly. 


A long, low moan escaped from Scott and he shuddered, feeling himself throb from Mark's caresses and the 
intense pleasure/pain of his invasive fingers. The oblivion was almost complete, the edge of pain working to 
block out the emotional pain of the morning. "Fuck.. Mark.. yes.." He pushed against him, wincing but not caring. 


His hands pulled at Mark's face, encouraging him to rise. "More." 


Mark rose over him, feeling Scotts tension rather than seeing it. He kissed him, slow, long, wet, his fingers 
staying inside, continuing to stroke. His tongue moved within Scott's mouth, licking, caressing, playing, pouting. 
Scotts connected as equally, wrapping around Mark's, seeking just as much. Mark braced his forearm on the 
bed, lifting his mouth from Scott's, fingers in Scotts hair. "I'll hurt you if | use anymore and | don't want that. 


| can make you come like this, just trust me, Scott." His lips moved, brushing Scotts ear. "I love you." 


Scotts arms closed tightly around Mark's shoulders, holding him close, body trembling. "I love you too," he 
whispered, voice high and tight. "| want you to make me forget, Mark | don't care if it hurts, make it hurt, 
make me forget. | want you inside me, not your fingers, | want you, | want you to love me, please love me, 


Mark, please." 


Mark stilled, his forehead resting on the mattress. His cock jumped uncontrollably when Scott made it perfectly 
clear what he wanted. He withdrew his fingers slowly and raised up, kissing Scott. "I care if it hurts. | don't 
want to hurt you, but | will love you. | didn't bring anything with me, do you have some?" he whispered, lips 


caressing Scott's. 


"Yeah, over there," Scott said, nodding towards the nightstand where the lube had come from. He kissed Mark 
deeply, sucking Mark's tongue into his mouth. "Thank you." 


Mark got up, his hands shaking a bit as he got a condom out and rolled it onto himself. He moved back to the 
bed and kissed Scott again, before sitting up on his calves and lubing himself up. He pushed Scott's legs up 
toward his chest, and positioned his cock, pressing it against Scott, remembering how he had felt when Scott 
had made love to him. He leaned down, kissing him once more and watched Scott's face, seeing the wince as he 
slowly pushed in. Mark gasped from the feeling of the heat and tightness, stopping with just the head in. He 
gritted his teeth, his words coming out as a hiss. "Fuck, you're good..so good." He pulled out slightly and settled 


back in the same amount, waiting for Scott to adjust rather than push in to the hilt, though his body was 
begging him to. 


Scott breathed deeply and deliberately, face screwed up in concentration, trembling hands gripping Mark's 
shoulders. "Yes Mark," he gasped, throwing his head back and letting out a soft cry. "Fuck.. hurts.. but s'good.. 


so good." 


Mark growled and bent down, biting Scott's neck and pushing the rest of the way in. He lifted his head and 
fastened his mouth over Scotts, taking Scott's cries and moans into himself. He wrapped one hand in Scotts 
hair, kissing him hard, his lips and tongue demanding and slowly began moving inside Scott. His other hand 
clasped Scott's and brought it down between them to Scotts shaft. He raised his head, eyes focused on Scott's 
face. "You have to come, I'm not going to last long, you feel too good around me. Wrap your legs around me, 


Scott," he pleaded, not sure how much tighter it could get, but desperate to find out. 


Scott was finally in a realm of near-incoherence, a constant stream of moans and cries flowing out of him, his 
head rolling back and forth as his hand worked his shaft. He managed to wrap his legs around Mark's waist, 
clinging tightly, his free hand digging into Mark's bicep. His hand rose and fell at an almost frantic pace, his 


cries growing in volume. "Gonna come.. Mark.. oh fuck." 


Mark kissed him savagely, thrusting harder and faster until he felt Scott's release hit his skin, triggering his 
own. "Oh shit," he moaned, lips moving to Scott's shoulder, teeth digging into the soft, smooth skin. His thrusts 
slowed until he felt empty and had to collapse atop Scott. He panted against Scott's shoulder, holding Scott 
tightly. He took deep breaths until he could get a sentence out. "Are you okay? Did | hurt you too much?" 


Scotts arms closed tightly around Mark, his chest hitching and shuddering as he tried to inhale. He shook his 
head against Mark's shoulder, his breathing audible and catching in his throat. 


Mark lifted up, wincing as he withdrew from Scott, thinking he had hurt him terribly. "I'm sorry, shit, Scott, 
l'm so sorry. | really didn't mean to hurt you, too. What the hell was | thinking?" he asked more of himself, 
Scott's distress tearing at him. He dropped the condom by the bed and laid beside Scott, putting an arm over 
him and his soft small peppered kisses only broken by apologies. "I didn't mean it, | swear | didn't" 


Scott shook his head, turning into Mark's shoulder. "No, you didn't hurt me," he managed. "It was really good, 
Mark, really." His voice caught as his chest still shook. 


"Then why are you still crying?" Mark whispered. "I thought if | loved you, it would help." 


He shook harder. "You did," he said tearfully. "You did, and | don't know why, | just am." His arms closed around 


Mark tightly. "I love you." 


Mark held him close, letting him get it out, stroking his hair, murmuring against his forehead. "I'm here, Scott, 


for you, l'm here and I'm not leaving.” 


After a few moments the sobs subsided and Scott took a deep breath. "I'm sorry about that, | didn't mean to 


scare you." 


‘Its okay," Mark assured him, “as long as | didn't make anything worse because that was the last thing | 
wanted. | love you, Scott." 


"I know." Scott kissed Mark's shoulder. "You didn't, you made it better, believe me. You took me away from it 
for awhile. | just think | didn't want to come back" 


"We've got other ways and plenty of time to take you away from it for a while longer," Mark smiled gently, 
stroking Scott's cheek with his thumb. "How about if | go get a bath started for you? That might help too." 


Scott smiled softly. "That would be really nice, thanks." 


Mark kissed him again and got up, turning on the water and going back for Scott when it was ready. He found 
him on his side with his eyes closed and smiled to himself. Nurse Mark was definitely back. He lifted him 
carefully, seeing Scott's eyes open and feeling his arms go around his neck. "You still have a thing for these 
freakishly big arms, don't you?" he smiled, kissing Scott's forehead. 


Scott smiled and leaned his head against Mark's shoulder. "Kinda hard not to when they treat me so well" He 
leaned up and kissed Mark's cheek. "I'm kind of fond of their owner, too." 


"You should be," Mark grinned. "You know," he told him as he carried him, "if | shaved my head a little more, | 
could be Kojak and then | could ask who loves ya, baby," he said with a little laugh, letting Scott stand up in the 
tub. 


Scott stood a little awkwardly and tugged Mark towards the tub, smiling at him. "Or you could grow it out 
again so | could actually have something to pull once in awhile. It gets annoying that there's nothing to grab on 
to." He gave Mark a swift kiss and then eased himself down into the water. 


Mark rubbed his hand over his head and got in behind Scott, pulling Scott's back against his chest. "You don't 
know how much money | save on gel," he teased. "There's also that receding hairline thing.’ He got the soap and 
sponge he'd left on the tub ledge and began to wash Scotts chest, his legs spread on either side of Scott. He 
was gentle as he washed him, remembering how he'd felt when a similar event had transpired, only the roles 


were reversed this time. He dropped a kiss on Scott's shoulder. "Thank you for trusting me with yourself" 


Scott sighed and leaned his head back against Mark's chest, savoring Mark's ministrations. "| think you're the 
only person | *do* trust with myself anymore." 


That saddened Mark. "At least | can be here for you." He finished bathing Scott and made quick work of 
cleansing himself, then got up and dried off. He bent down to kiss Scott's forehead. "I'm gonna change the 
sheets and I'll be back for you." He stripped the bed and remade it, going back to find Scott leaning against the 
tub, eyes closed again. He got another towel and shook his shoulder gently. "Come on, | don't want you to drown 


in here and you look tired enough to do it” 

| probably am." Scott smiled tiredly and pulled himself to a standing position, accepting the towel Mark offered 
and wrapping it around himself. He stepped out of the tub and Mark closed his arms around him. "You're too 
good to me." He kissed him softly. 

Mark smiled back. "Can you walk or do you want to be held?" 


Scott chuckled. "How about | walk to the bed and then | get held?" 


"| think that can be arranged," Mark answered, following Scott to the bed and curling up against his back, arm 
draped over him. He kissed the back of Scotts neck. "Get some rest, I'll be here when you wake up." 


Chapter 6 


Scott opened his eyes slowly, his head and body feeling heavy, reluctant to wake. He shifted a little, feeling a 

dull ache through his body. Then he woke a bit more as he realized the absence of a warm body behind him. 
He turned and ran a tired hand through his hair, rubbing over his face to clear the fuzziness from his head, 
trying to tap down the hurt of Mark's absence. He took a deep breath and turned back into the pillow, curling 
into it a little, closing his eyes again and trying to push the internal ache away. 


Then a sound drifted to his ears, instantly recognizable as the soft strumming of a guitar. Relief coursed 
through him and he breathed again, pressing himself up from the bed, moving carefully. He stood and pulled on 
his boxers, then walked out of the bedroom and down the hall, following the sound of the guitar. 


Mark's brows were knit in concentration as he searched for the right combination of strings that was just 
eluding him. He was close, but close wasn't enough. He shifted his fingers, starting from the top of the tune he 
was trying to create. He closed his eyes, a soft smile gracing his lips as he ran through it again, small changes 


coming naturally and getting closer to what he was looking for. 


Scott smiled softly, noting Mark's focus as his bare chest folded over the guitar, long fingers caressing the 
strings as he searched for the perfect chord. He found a certain key, and Scott stepped forward. "That one," 
he said softly. "That's the one, keep playing that." He stepped forward and sat down carefully next to Mark. 


Mark opened his eyes, turning to smile at Scott and continuing to play until the music drifted off. Mark put 
the guitar to the side and gathered Scott in his arms. "Feeling any better? | didnt want to stay in there and 


disturb you since you were so tired." 
"A little.” Scott leaned into his embrace and nuzzled against his neck. "I didn't know where you went at first" 
Mark kissed his forehead. "| told you | wouldn't leave you." 


"Yeah." Scott smiled a little as he wrapped his arms around Mark's bare torso. "I like what you were playing. | 


don't have any words to it yet, though." 


Mark smiled. "I like it too, but the words will come, just like the rest of the music." He looked around, in the 
direction of the kitchen. "I was hungry, but you're out of Tostitos, so | figured I'd wait for you to wake up and 
we'd figure out what to eat. Need to keep our strength up," he teased. 


"I have no idea if there's any food in here, | feel like | haven't been home in months." Scott shrugged a little. "I 
don't feel all that hungry, but you know where the takeout menus are if you want to get something.’ 


"l'Il find something that we both like in a few minutes." He was enjoying the feeling of Scotts warm skin against 
his too much to get up just yet. "Aside from this morning, how are you feeling physically after this afternoon? 
Sore?" He hoped Scott wasn't too sore, not that he intended to try that again on him, but he was concerned. 


"A little, | have to be careful," Scott told him, glancing down a bit shyly. "Not too bad, though. And still really 
good at the same time. | wasn't lying about that, Mark" 


Mark squeezed him gently and lifted his chin, kissing him lightly. "I'm glad you liked it and | understand how you 
feel. Its weird, but in a good way. Is there anything you need now? Not sexually," he smiled, "just in general. | 


want to help you, Scott, you just need to tell me how." 


Scott took a deep breath and held him tighter. "lm afraid | don't know what | need now any more than | did a 
few hours ago," he admitted. "| do know that sex is something | *don't® need right now" he chuckled ruefully 
"but as for anything else.. I'm just glad you're here. I'm glad I'm not alone. This morning feels like a nightmare 


that I've mostly woken up from, just not entirely.” 


itll be okay," Mark reassured him. "The more time that goes by, the more you'll wake up from it.” He thought 
about what else Scott had said and wanted to get his mind back off it, even though he had contributed to 
bringing it back up. He grinned, eyes brightening with a teasing light. "As for the sex, I'll work on that later. Got 
a little lost time to make up for." 


Scott smiled then, looking up to meet Mark's gaze. "That sounds good to me. I've missed the hell out of you." 
He tilted his head up to kiss Mark softly. “Tell me this won't change again, not for awhile." 


"It won't," Mark said, a quiet fierceness in his tone that transferred to a hard kiss, one meant not to inflame, 


but to show a joint possessiveness. They only had a few weeks and Mark meant to make the most of them. 


Scott kissed him back, biting at his lips, his hand going behind Mark's head to hold them close together. After a 
moment he pulled away, leaning his forehead against Mark's cheek "The one stable thing in my life," he 


murmured. "You're my rock, Mark. I'm not going to want to let you go." 


Mark closed his eyes and sighed. "Let's not think about that right now. And who knows, you'll probably be tired 
of my ass in no time," he tried to smile. "Boot Nurse Mark right off the bus." 


"Nope. I'm developing a dependency." Scott rested his head on Mark's chest and then laughed when he heard 
Mark's stomach growl. "Sounds like it's time to take care of you now, though." He raised his head. "What do you 
feel like eating?" 


"| don't know, | need to go get the menus." He gave Scott another quick kiss and extracted himself, wondering 
how much seriousness lay beneath Scotts words. Scott did have an addictive personality and if he wasn't over 


this by the time the wedding got here..well, at least they'd be done touring. 


Scott got up and followed Mark into the kitchen, moving rather gingerly as he pulled a couple of glasses down 
from the cabinet and went to fill them. "What would you like to drink?" he asked as Mark flipped through the 


stack of menus. 


"Water, soda, beer, whatever," Mark answered, feeling a twinge of guilt as he watched Scott, able to tell he 
was indeed still feeling the effects. "If we're going to have them deliver, it looks like pizza or subs or 
something. If you want something better, | can go pick it up." He pulled out a few and walked behind Scot, 
laying them on the counter for him to look at and rubbing his shoulders. 


Scott sighed and leaned back into Mark's chest, closing his eyes. "Order pizza. | don't want you to leave." He 
reached up to rest his hands over Mark's. "That feels really good." 


Mark bent down and kissed one of Scott's hands, continuing to massage him. “Alright, pizza it is." He dropped his 
hands and reached for a menu, getting the phone and standing behind Scott again, nibbling and kissing his neck 
while he listened to the order be confirmed. He thanked them and hung up. "Forty five minutes." 


Scott released a small whimper at the loss of Mark's lips on his neck, turning and wrapping his arms around 
Mark. He was beginning to get hard, and knew Mark could feel it, though he wasn't sure how much he wanted 
to do about it at the time. 


Mark held Scott close, fingers of one hand running through his hair, the other massaging the back of his neck. 
He kissed Scott's temple, soft small kisses, then moved to his forehead, just rubbing his lips back and forth 

across it. He put one of his legs between Scott's, moving it gently against him as he felt Scott's arousal grow a 
bit more. He knew he couldn't touch him like he had earlier, but he could pleasure him other ways, if that was 


what Scott wanted. "Mmm," he murmured against Scotts skin. 


Scott sighed contentedly but shifted away from the pressure of Mark's thigh. He kissed Mark's shoulder in 


apology and squeezed him. 
"I thought you wanted it, but its okay if you don't" 
"Not right now?" Scott asked. "Just not feeling up to it, | guess, despite evidence to the contrary.’ 


"That's fine. Come on, let's go sit in the living room and wait for the food. I'll play for you, see what else we 


can inspire." Mark took his hand, beginning to walk backwards and smiling at him. 


Scott returned his smile and followed him, settling down on the sofa and pressing himself against Mark's back, 
but not enough to disturb his mobility in playing. "Let me hear that bit you were playing earlier." 


Mark began to play again, finding the key Scott had asked him to use, and hummed softly along with it. "I like it 
a lot," Mark told him, "not sure what to do with it yet, but | like it." He stopped playing and reached back, 
taking Scotts hands and putting them on the guitar, his own over Scotts, showing him how to play it himself. 


Scott smiled against his shoulder, following Mark's guidance and his own ear as he roughly picked out the tune. 
He hummed a melody with it, dropping in a word here or there when it felt right. When he reached the end, he 
improvised a couple of new bars, but it quickly petered out. "m sure we'll find just the right thing to do with 

that." He smiled again and then began to strum the chords for What's This Life For. 


Mark turned his head and kissed Scott's cheek. "It's for loving others and being loved," he whispered. 


Scott dropped his hands and squeezed Mark fiercely, fighting back sudden tears as he pressed his face to 
Mark's shoulder. After a moment he took a deep breath and asked in a choked voice, "When did you get so 


perceptive?" 


"| guess you've been rubbing off on me." He put the guitar down and pulled Scott into his lap, kissing him 
gently, just holding him close and let Scott tuck his head into Mark's shoulder. Mark rubbed his hand up and 
down Scotts thigh. "It's going to get better, | promise." 


"Yeah," Scott whispered, still holding him tightly. "It has to, doesn't it?" He sighed and rested there for a few 
moments before loosening his hold a little. "Man, aren't you sick of dealing with my crap already?" He gave a 


small chuckle. 


"You certainly keep life interesting," Mark grinned, "but not just that way. We're friends, Scott, and | know you'd 


be there for me, so let me be here for you." 


"That obviously hasn't been a problem," Scott said with a wry smile. "Keep it up and I'll let you be here 
probably more than you want to be." 


"l'Il be here as much as | can," Mark promised. He checked the time and saw they still had a little before the 


food arrived. "You were enjoying me rubbing your back earlier, want me to do it some more?" 


"Far be it from me to turn down an offer like that," Scott said with a grin, turning and sliding down to sit on 
the floor in front of Mark, landing gracelessly. "Ow! Fuck!" 


Mark winced. "Shit, | know that had to hurt” He stood up and put his hands under Scott's arms, trying to pull 
him up. "Sorry, | didn't mean to get you that excited about it. Why don't you lay down on your stomach and l'l 


sit on the floor. Damn, are you gonna be okay?" he asked when Scott swore again 


"No, I'll be fine, | just wasn't thinking." Scott winced and shifted. "Stomach's sounding like a good idea, though." He 
rolled over to lie on his stomach, moving more carefully this time. "So much for being the brains of this joint,” 


he grumbled. 


"You'll be fine, you know just how screwed we'll be if everyone depends on me to do all the talking and thinking," 
Mark teased. He got on his knees and began to knead the muscles of Scott's back, leaning over to place a soft 
kiss and lick in the center of it, before going back to massaging him. 


Scott hummed contentedly, a small smile gracing his face. "Feels better already. Remind me to give Diane a 
raise for calling you." His brow creased a little. "You've done all these things for me today and | haven't done 


anything for you." 


"Yes, you did," Mark reminded him gently. "You gave me your trust and everything else you had" He scooted 
up, his teeth pulling at Scotts ear softly and his hands working on Scot's shoulders. "You're also buying 
dinner," he grinned. "Too bad | didn't think to order dessert." 


Scott smiled and rolled over underneath him, reaching up to catch Mark's mouth with his. "I think | can 


probably provide dessert on my own" 


"See," Mark murmured against his lips, "you still are the brains in the joint" His fingers trailed up Scotts inner 
thigh, and he let out a groan when the doorbell rang. "Diner's here. | need to go get my shirt and wallet.” 


"I thought | was paying." Scott got up and headed towards his bedroom. He found his wallet and pulled a twenty 
from it, handing it to Mark. "You're the only one remotely dressed, though, so I'll go ahead and let you get the 
door." He winked and headed back towards the kitchen. 


Mark paid the guy and closed the door behind him, opening the box and taking a slice out when his stomach 
growled again. He carried it into the kitchen, trying to swallow so he could talk clearly, but his words coming 
out muffled He saw Scott grinning at him and shrugged, a little embarrassed. He cleared his throat when the 


bite was gone. "Sorry, | was damn hungry." 


"You've had a workout today." Scott grabbed a piece of his own as he put the box on the table. He gestured to 
the seat across from him. "There's your drink | never finished fixing before." He took a bite. "Food of the gods,” 


he mumbled. 


"Yeah," Mark agreed, stuffing the last of his in his mouth and reaching for another. He washed it down and 
sighed. "All the better when you're starving." He watched Scott eat, glad he had gotten his appetite back and 


seemed to be feeling better in general. 


Scott washed down a piece with a swig of beer. "Do you think after this - and dessert," he added with a wink, 


"we could go see Jagger?" 


Mark smiled. "| don't see why not. You seem to be doing okay and | know you've been wanting to see him. Gonna 


bring him home or let him stay the night with your parents though?" 


Scott set down his pizza. "| want to bring him home.. and actually, | want to bring him with me this weekend, 
too. Maybe keep him with me until we come back for Thanksgiving.’ 


Mark nodded, "Sounds like a plan to me." He briefly thought that they better enjoy dessert then, because this 
would be it for a while. He smiled then. "I always enjoy having him with us, he comes the closest to giving me a 
real challenge at the video games. And | guess since you're going to have him with you tonight, | might as well 


go home." 


Scott frowned, realizing the quandary. "I don't want you to go home," he said. He pursed his lips. "Do you think 


you could stay? | know we couldn't do it all the time, but it wouldn't be unusual for you to crash here for the 


night, Jagger wouldn't think anything of it.” 


Mark shifted in his seat uncomfortably. "Yeah, but | don't sleep in your room when | do, and it's not like he 


doesn't get up sometimes and get in bed with one of us. I'm just not sure its a good idea, Scott" 


Scott gave a frustrated sigh and pushed his pizza back. "Stay late and then just crash in the guest room?" He 
made a face. "Not the ideal solution, but.." 


Mark put his pizza down too, looking at Scott. "If you just want me in the house to have me here, I'm okay 
with that, but | can't do anything else with Jag around, I'd be too nervous about him walking in or something. 
Sorry, Scott, but that's just how | feel” 


Scott frowned and crossed his arms. "You promised you'd be with me tonight." 


Mark sighed. "And | planned to then. You know | want to do whatever will make you feel better and help you, 
but that was before Jagger was going to be here. | can't be with you like that with him here. | am sorry, 
Scott. Do you still want me to stay if that's not a part of it?" 


"Wait, you mean that your being here for me is conditioned upon whether or not my son is present? What 
sort of a sick choice is that?" Scott snapped, pushing his chair back and standing. 


Mark stared at him, trying not to raise his own voice, knowing that wouldn't help. "I'm not asking you to 
choose, Scott, | haven't once said not to go get Jag. | just said that if he's here," he gestured the general 
direction of the bedroom, "that's not happening, not that | won't stay here. Or are you trying to say that if we 
don't have sex, I'm not really here for you?" That pissed him off, he hadn't come over for that reason, he'd 


come over to support Scott, but it had ended up happening anyway. 


Scott crossed his arms. "So where's the line? What aren't you going to be afraid to do if Jag's here, Mark? It's 


not a big deal if we don't have sex, but are you going to be afraid to touch me?" 


Mark got up and wiped his hands on his napkin, keeping his eyes on Scotts. "In any intimate capacity, yeah, | 
suppose so, unless | am absolutely sure he's in his bed asleep, but even then, I'm not going to the bedroom and 
locking up with you in there, not knowing if he might wake up and come looking for you. I'm not saying I'm going 
to sit across the room from you for fear of us Touching, Scott. Normal stuff that we've always done is fine, 
anything else, | doubt it will be." He paused a moment. "Look at it like this, anything | wouldn't do with Vicky 


around, | won't do with Jagger around." 


Scott closed his arms around himself and looked away, breathing rapidly. "So that's it," he whispered. "That's 
how it's going to be? Your dirty little secret?" 


Mark closed his eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath before approaching Scott and hesitantly putting his 
hand on his shoulder, not sure how well he'd be received at that moment. "It's not like that and you know it. | 


love you, Scott, and what we do together means something to me, but no one outside of us would understand 


it. | don't even think | completely understand it, but | don't try. We are what we are and l'm happy with that. | 
thought you were too, but | thought you felt the same way about the whole thing as | do" He moved closer 

then, putting his arms around Scott, his chest to Scotts back and his lips close to Scotts ear. "Its not that | 
don't want to be with you, | just feel like there are some chances we shouldn't take, and Jag or Vic or anyone 


else seeing something they shouldn't is one of them." 


Scott tensed a little but didn't pull away. "I just don't know how to not be with you," he whispered. "Not right 


now.. not when | feel like | might fall apart at any second." 


Mark walked around in front of him, lifting his face and kissing him softly. "You're not going to fall apart, | 
won't let you. Anytime you need to talk, I'm here. I'll hold you as much as | can whenever | can We have right 
now, Scott, let me hold you now, let me get you ready to go see Jagger and bring him home." He wished he 
could tell him that there wouldn't be any times coming up that he wouldn't be there for him however Scott 
needed him, but he couldn't. Jagger was going to be on tour with them, Vicky might even be there some, and 
then there was going to be the wedding. Mark sighed and pulled Scott close, resting his cheek on Scotts head. 


Scott lowered his forehead to Mark's shoulder and stepped closer to him. "I don't want you to stop," he said. "| 
don't want you to leave, | don't want to have to think that | can't have Jag around in order to have you. | just 
know that you're the only thing I've got that's solid right now.. and you just shook." He closed his arms around 
Mark's waist. 


Mark put a hand in Scott's hair. "l'm sorry, | didn't mean to shake, | just don't want to lie or mislead you, Scott, 
that's the last thing you need. You know | love Jagger and | love being around him, but | won't make you 


promises | can't keep. If there's a way and a time..| just don't know," he breathed, "but we'll see what happens." 


Scotts lips found Mark's neck. "I don't want you to leave," he whispered against the soft flesh. "I just got you 
back, | don't know how to let you go again" He kissed him softly. "It's not about the sex, it's about this, right 


now, | can't give up this love." 


Mark returned the kiss, cradling his face, thumbs stroking over his cheeks. "And we can have this, maybe 
more silent and unspoken than we'd like, but you'll know how | feel and that I'm thinking about you, Scott” 


Scott kissed him again, bringing his hands up to run along Mark's neck, down his shoulders and arms, caressing 
and clinging to the soft skin His tongue begged entrance to Mark's mouth, a soft whimper escaping him as 
Mark opened for him. He pulled at Mark's lips, tasting them, biting at them softly, hungry for more. 


Mark let his tongue roll over Scotts teeth, just inside his lips, and pulled him closer, a hand coming to rest on 
the small of his back, the other behind his neck. "You know | love you," he whispered, "and that's not gonna 


stop, whether we're like this or not" 


"lll just stop feeling it," Scott murmured, closing his arm around Mark's neck and bringing his head down to 
Scotts lips, and he nibbled and licked his way up Mark's neck to his ear. He sucked Mark's earlobe into his 
mouth, rolling the earring around on his tongue and tugging at it a little with his teeth. 


Mark groaned and pulled Scott tight, his arousal making itself obvious. He carefully cupped Scotts ass, mindful 
of its tenderness. He bit at Scott's neck, moving to his shoulder, biting his way across it. "I need you." 


"You can't have my ass," Scott growled, biting lightly at Mark's jaw. 


Mark grinned wryly. "I already figured that, but there's more of you to be had and there's nothing off limits 


on me." 
Scott smiled and pushed his hips against Mark's. "Then why are we still in the motherfucking kitchen?" 


Mark looked around and laughed. "Because that's where we always are. | don't know what the magic of a kitchen 
is, but it must do something for us." He kissed Scott again and backed away from him. "Come on, on to the 
bedroom, more space to move." Mark led Scott there, reaching for him again once they were at the bedside, 


and drawing Scotts lips to his. 


Scott reached for the hem of Mark's shirt as he kissed him, drawing away as he pulled it over Mark's head. 
Then his lips dropped to the smooth skin of Mark's chest, kissing and licking down to his nipple as his hands fell 
to Mark's pants. He used one hand to pull Mark close against him, and the other to drop down Mark's pants 


and under his boxers, seizing Mark's arousal. 


Mark thrust against Scott's hand, tangling his fingers in Scott's hair. "Back to my usual lube question too." He 
pulled Scott's hand away, brow furrowing and reaching for the fastenings of his jeans. "| want to feel all of you 
touching me." He pushed his jeans and boxers off and sat on the bed, pulling Scott between his legs and kissing 
his stomach, fingers sliding up inside Scott's boxers to stroke his inner thighs. 


Scott trembled a little at his caress, hands coming to rest on Mark's head, stroking his shorn hair and then 
down his face and neck. Then he reached for his own boxers, pushing them down and stepping out of them 
before moving close to Mark again, brushing against his chest. "So where's the lube?" Scott asked. "Did it make 
it back in the drawer?" 


"Yeah, when | changed the bed, | put it back" He leaned over and found it, laying back on the bed and opening it, 
squeezing a small bit on his hand He parted his legs and looked at Scot, silently inviting him to join him, while 
stroking himself slowly. His eyes drifted down Scotts body, taking his time to look him over, pausing at 


evidence of Scott's own arousal. 


Scott noted his attention and turned away a little as he lubed himself up, then laid down next to Mark, leaning 
in to kiss him deeply. His hand found Mark's hardness and traced up and down it in counterpoint to Mark's 


movement, then shifted to bring their cocks alongside each other. 


When the kiss broke, Mark lifted Scott's chin, pushing his hair back. "Why did you turn away from me? | like 
looking at you..that bothers you?" he frowned. 


Scott glanced away. "What? No, why would that be a problem?" He looked at Mark and forced a smile before 


kissing him again. 


Mark returned the kiss and rolled Scott onto his back, his hand trailing down Scott's side. "You didn't look at me 
when you said that. What's wrong, Scott?" 


A bit of color rose in Scott's cheeks and he studied Mark's shoulder. "Nothing, it's silly. | just don't exactly look 
like | used to." He shrugged a little. 


Mark smiled gently and pressed against Scott. "You look fine to me, and | think that's rather obvious." He found 
Scotts lips with his, brushing over them. "| don't want you to worry about anything like that, it's you | love." 
He put his palm over Scotts heart. "And this is the real you." 


Scott closed his eyes and brought their lips together, exchanging gentle kisses as his hands cupped Mark's face. 
He was quiet for a moment, content with the closeness, and then he kissed Mark hard and smiled. "What do 


you want?" he asked. "This is your dessert, so place your order.” 


‘Its not just for me, you need to enjoy it too. | also want to know what you're up for, | don't want anything 
that's going to cause you more discomfort." He laid his cheek on Scott's shoulder, caressing his nipple softly. 


Scott chuckled. "Don't flatter yourself, I'm not incapacitated or anything, | just don't want you up my ass again 
any time soon. | don't think I'd object to anything else, though." He grinned and ran his finger down Mark's ass. 


Mark leaned over and bit the nipple, then lifted his head, smiling wickedly. "Not again any time soon, huh? You 
might be asking me for it in a few days and then I'll have to figure out whether or not to make you eat those 
words." He moved up over Scott, sucking on his neck. "I think doing it to you made me curious enough to want 


to try it again myself” 


Scott felt himself harden further at Mark's words and bucked against him, grinning. "So you want seconds, 
huh?" He leaned down to bite at Mark's shoulder. "And who's to say that a few days is any time soon? | 
could've meant the next twenty-four hours." His fingers made their way back up Mark's ass, pausing to press 


against the hole he looked forward to penetrating later. 


Mark arched up against Scotts fingers, moving to a different spot and sucking his neck harder. He began to 
grind against Scott, pulling his mouth away and gasping. "I'm not going to make it long enough to let you do 
anything if you don't stop squirming on me." He raised his head then, a blush covering his cheeks as he looked 
at Scotts neck. "Oops." His fingers traced over it, "Hmm, | sure hope that fades quickly." He hadn't been able to 
help himself, sucking on Scott's skin was a pure physical pleasure, whether it was his neck, lips or his inner 


arms. Mark's fingers slid against Scotts wrist. "Next time I'll do it here so you can cover it up." 


Scott laughed, a pure, delighted sound. "I guess I'd better wear a turtleneck when we leave, huh?" He playfully 
seized Mark's neck in his teeth. "Should | leave you one, too?" He sucked threateningly, continuing to rock lightly 
against Mark. 


Mark laughed, the vibrations moving against Scotts mouth. "Have you ever seen me wear a turtleneck? | think 
that would be a little hard to explain away." His hand moved between them, capturing Scott in his grasp and 
rubbing lightly, holding it close to the top with his thumb caressing the head. "Want my mouth here?" he 
asked. 


"Oh, fuck, yes," Scott gasped, thrusting into his grasp. He turned and kissed Mark heatedly before pushing at 
Mark's shoulders. "Please, Mark" He closed his eyes as he felt Mark work his way down, 


Mark kept his hand on him, licking and sucking Scott's balls first. His tongue moved further down, licking the 
thin skin below them, careful not to get too close to Scott's still tender ass. He went back up, feeling Scotts 
hands tighten on his head as his lips and tongue got closer to Scott's cock He sucked the head between his lips, 
tongue tracing around it, laving it, before moving further down, taking Scott all the way into his mouth, back to 
his throat. He tightened his mouth, going up and down, letting his tongue trace the veins he found under it. 


Scott moaned, rolling his head back as Mark's mouth moved along his shaft. "Fuck that's good," he breathed, his 
breath catching as Mark traced around his balls. Scott ran his foot down Mark's side, then slid it underneath 
him, finding Mark's shaft with his toes. He smiled as he carefully traced its length, trying to concentrate 
through the pleasure of Mark's tongue on him. 


Mark paused, controlling the urge to bare his teeth and bite down, that wouldn't be good After a moment, he 
adjusted Scott's foot underneath him, rubbing against it and going back to Scott's shaft. He put his hands under 
Scotts ass, lifting him a little, and sucked harder. At this rate, Scott was going to come before he ever got 
close to Mark's ass, but the day was for him anyway. 


Scotts hands gently pushed him away then, and urged him up so they were face to face. Scott kissed him 
passionately, plunging his tongue into Mark's mouth, shivering as their cocks brushed against each other. "What 


do you want, Mark?" he whispered, pulling away enough to meet his eyes. "Tell me what you want" 
| want you inside me again," he murmured, eyes dark and luminous. "| want to feel the way you felt today." 


Scott sobered a little. "| hope you never feel the way | felt today." He kissed him hard, then pulled back with a 
small smile, turning to get a condom out of the nightstand drawer. He put it on and then lubed himself up 
before turning back to Mark, gently rolling him onto his back as Scott settled over him. Scott rocked against 
him slowly, their cocks against each other, as his hand lowered to find Mark's hole, rubbing his fingers around 


it for a moment before sliding one finger in 


Mark's back arched up off the bed and his eyes closed. He gnawed on his bottom lip, forcing himself to relax 
around Scott's finger and think about the pleasure Scott could bring him. He let out a pent breath and opened 
his eyes, pulling Scotts face to his and kissing him passionately. It was as if their tongues were fighting a 
battle, each trying to roll the other under it and take possession and claim victory. He hooked a leg around 
Scotts waist, giving him wider access before breaking the kiss. "Do you want this too? Do you want to be 


inside me?" 


Scott smiled against Mark's mouth, drawing his tongue along Mark's lower lip. "There's no better place to be," 
he whispered, crooking his finger inside Mark before pulling back and beginning to work in another. "Tell me if | 
go too fast, if | do something you don't like," he murmured, dropping his mouth to Mark's neck, just beneath 
his jaw, biting and sucking softly. 


"| definitely like that," Mark groaned. "You got great technique for it. | don't think there's been anything you've 
done yet that | didn't like," he sighed, but gasped, arms tightening around Scott, when Scott's fingers found the 
right spot. "Oh fuck," he panted, all traces of discomfort disappearing, pleasure overwhelming him. 


Scott laughed. "Well, | can't say it's because of any great experience," he said, rubbing Mark a little harder. "| 
guess l'm just gifted." He grinned and kissed Mark's chin. 


Mark wanted to smile, but couldn't focus enough. "I meant the neck thing, but don't stop the other." He felt 
another gale of pleasure course through him and took Scott's free arm, lifting it to his mouth and sucking 


hard, watching Scott's eyes drift shut and back open. 


Scott tried to refocus and smiled as he bent down towards Mark's neck again. "Oh, *this® technique," he said, 
settling on the flesh there, sucking and laving at it. He continued to caress the skin there as he introduced a 
third finger to Mark, working to loosen him enough to be comfortable. 


Mark moved his other leg to the side, trying to help matters by being as open as possible. He winced slightly 
at the edge of pain, but it was forgotten when Scott found the right spot again. "Fuck," he hissed, his cock 
throbbing against Scott's. 


"You ready for me?" Scott murmured, shifting so that he could grasp Mark's cock in his hand, stroking it 
firmly and continuing to work his fingers in Mark. He dropped his mouth to caress Mark's chest with his lips. 


"Yeah," Mark muttered, body shuddering from Scotts caresses. "Oh yeah," he sighed, thrusting into Scot's 


hand. "I'm gonna come, Scott.if you're going to do it, do it now..” 


Scott quickly withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his cock, pressing in slowly as he gasped with 
pleasure. "Oh fuck Mark," he breathed as the head slid in, "I'd forgotten how good you feel." He pushed a bit 
more, groaning as Mark closed around him, almost hotter and tighter than he could bear. "Fuck you feel good." 


He lowered his head and sank in the rest of the way, breath coming hard and fast. 


Mark growled and bit at his shoulder again, getting his hand between them and giving his own shaft a few 
quick strokes before reaching underneath for Scotts balls. "Find the spot," he begged, "find it and fuck me 
there so | can come." Scott was so warm and full within him. The discomfort was a hazy film, slightly 
distracting but not enough to disrupt. He pushed against Scott, turning his head, wanting Scott's tongue. "Kiss 


me... 


Scott groaned and raised his head, finding Mark's mouth and plundering it even as he began to stroke inside of 


Mark. "Mark, fuck," he hissed against his mouth, "tell me if I'm getting it." He thrust into Mark with a groan, 
feeling his control slipping away. He put one arm under Mark's leg, bending it up to open him further, as he 
kissed and bit at Mark's lips. “Touch yourself," he gasped. 


Mark wrapped his hand around his shaft, stroking it firmly and quickly, his movements abbreviated when Scott 
hit the right spot. "Right there!" he panted. "Oh fuck, you found it.." His hand started moving again, his eyes 
half closed, but watching Scott intently. He lifted his other hand behind Scott's neck, crushing their mouths 
Together. "I'm going to come for you," he whispered, eyes closing and his head going back, the veins in his neck 
visible. He gasped when he felt the warmth flow out, some landing on himself, some on Scott. He moaned 


Scotts name, working himself through the orgasm. 


Scott fastened his mouth on Mark's neck, shuddering as Mark came on him, his fingers digging into Mark's 
biceps as he thrust into him rapidly. Soft cries emanated from his throat, growing in volume as he grew 
nearer to the edge, transforming into Mark's name. He buried his face in Mark's neck as the orgasm came 
upon him, fastening his teeth on Mark's shoulder as a long cry escaped him, his body shuddering and trembling 
as he spent himself inside of Mark. 


Mark's leg dropped from around him, foot resting on the bed. He struggled to breathe evenly, lifting a hand to 
run from the back of Scotts head down his back. His voice was soothing as he repeated the motion. "That was 
so good..thank you." He felt the sheen of sweat covering Scotts back and touched his ass gently. "You still 
feeling okay?" 


Scott chuckled lightly and withdrew, rolling to the side a little. "Couldn't be better," he said, resting his head on 
Mark's shoulder. "Isn't that what | should be asking you?" He kissed the flesh below his lips and traced his 


fingers along Mark's chest. 


Mark smiled slowly, his body still humming as it came down from the euphoric high. He let both legs drop to 
the bed, turning carefully to face Scott. "Ill be fine, just gotta make sure | don't drop my ass onto the floor 


later. We're not in a rush to go get Jag, are we?" he asked, leaning in to give Scott a gentle kiss. 


"Not particularly," Scott said, kissing him back softly. "We can leave within the hour?" He drew his hand lazily 


up and down Mark's side. 


"Yeah, | just wanted to lay here for a little while, give that cuddling thing a try," he grinned. "That and give my 
ass a little rest." He closed his eyes, his head in Scotts neck. "Do you ever think about doing it with someone 


else other than me?" 


Scott blinked, surprised, and pulled back to meet Mark's eyes. "What? No, of course not, why would you ask 
that?" he asked, brow creasing. 


Mark shrugged. "It's crossed my mind and just thinking about someone other than you makes my skin crawl 
and grosses me out, and | just thought I'd ask if you had." 


Scott laughed then, pulling Mark to him again. "Can't say I've really thought about it, but now that you mention 
it, no, ew, that's not something I'd want to do." He shuddered a little, then paused. "You are talking about just 
other men, right? ‘Cause l'm still a straight guy and so are you, and you've been doing it with Vicky." He kept 
his tone light. 

"Yeah," Mark answered, curling into him a bit more and kissing his neck, "just other guys. If | couldn't do it with 
Vicky or you couldn't do it with a woman, then we'd have a problem, but | know it's not. Good thing l'm not 
going home tonight, she'd have to end up doing all the work." 

"And you'd be explaining these," Scott noted, kissing the bite marks scattered along Mark's neck and shoulder. 
"Probably wouldn't make for steamy bedroom action" He fought back a smile as he caressed his marks of 


possession. He threw his leg across Mark's and settled in closer. "I like you as mine." 


"Today and tonight," Mark sighed contentedly, "| promised you and | mean to keep it" His eyes drifted closed 


and he draped an arm over Scott's waist. "Wake me up in half an hour?" 


Scott smiled and closed his arm around him. "Sure thing." 


Mark studied his cards and winked at Jagger, both of them having seen the card Scott dropped. "Scott, do you 


have a seven?" His grin broadened when Jagger giggled. 
"You have to give it to him, Daddy, we know you have one!" 


Scott groaned. "Doesn't that count as cheating?" he asked as he handed two Ts over to Mark. He stuck his 
tongue out at Jagger when Jagger giggled. 


"Daddy! That's rude." Jagger laughed harder. 

"| bet you have the other seven," Scott said with a grin, and Jagger shrieked indignantly. 

"How did you know?? Did you cheat??" he exclaimed, suddenly pulling his cards against his chest. 
Scott laughed "Nope, it was just a lucky guess” He winked. 


Mark laughed with them and looked at Jagger. "Jag, thanks to your old man, have you got my last seven?" He 


leaned over and ruffled Jagger's hair when Jagger gave it to him. 
"Is it my turn now?" 


"Nope," Mark answered, "still mine." He looked between Scott and Jag, raising a brow exaggeratedly and looking 


back at his cards. "Daddy, got a ten? Spankings for fibs," he grinned, enjoying the evening more than he'd 
anticipated. 


Scott raised his brows. "Is that a promise?" he asked with a grin. 
"Real threat," Mark laughed. "Jag, mind if | beat Daddy's butt later?" 
Jagger giggled. "You can't spank Daddy, he won't let you." 


"Let? Let?!" Mark grinned broadly. "Hey, I'm your big strong Unca Mark, remember?" He leaned over and pulled 
Jagger into his lap for a moment, kissing his cheek and putting him back. "| can take Daddy any day!" 


| only let him think that," Scott told Jagger with a conspiratorial wink. He looked at his cards. "Hmmm... nope.. 
no tens that | see, no tens anywhere," he said, exaggeratedly searching through his cards, his grin giving away 
his ‘fib’. 


Mark shook his head as he reached for a card from the deck, smiling. "I'll remember that." 


Jagger moved a little closer to Scott, looking at Mark. "My daddy's the strongest, and | knew that. He only lets 


you think you're stronger.” 
Mark grinned again. "Okay, whatever you say. Its somebody's turn other than mine." 


"That's my boy," Scott chuckled, ruffling Jagger's hair and ignoring how Jagger's cards were being carelessly 
displayed. 


"My turn!" Jagger exclaimed. "Unca Mark, do you have a two?" 
Mark pulled one out and handed it to him, teasingly narrowing his eyes. "Are you cheating? Are you looking at 
my cards with x-ray vision or something?" He turned around, "Is there a mirror somewhere | don't know 


about? | think you're too good at this game, Jag." 


"l'm the Go Fish champion," Jagger said with a grin, laying down his set of 2s on the table. "Daddy, do you have 
a pretty lady card?" 


"Go fish." Scott turned to Mark and grinned. "Mark, got any lOs?" 

Mark laughed and threw his two tens on the table in Scott's direction "I knew it! Jag, don't you worry about a 
thing if you hear Daddy scream tonight because l'm beating his a-butt, okay?" He winked at Scott and pushed 
his leg lightly under the table. "Paybacks, buddy, remember that" His smile stretched across his face and his 
eyes twinkled. 


"You will not!" Jagger exclaimed, jumping up. 


Scott laughed. "Don't worry, Jag, if he gets me, | deserve it, but you never know, it might be your uncle Mark 


screaming instead." He grinned evilly at Mark. 


Mark smiled at Jagger. "You know l'm just teasing, little man, | wouldn't really hurt Daddy, it's just fun To say. 
Besides, I'd gag him if | had to," he added nonchalantly, then laughed when Jagger threw his arms around Scott. 


"tll protect my daddy!" 


Mark put his cards down and reached for Jagger, purposely missing him when he planted himself in Scotts lap. 


“Alright, | give up, you win, no beatings for Daddy." He grinned at Scott. "It's still your turn, fiber.” 


"Well darn, that spoils my plans for the evening," Scott said with a grin at Mark, as he wrapped a hand around 
Jagger's waist and pulled him against his chest. "What do you think | should ask for, Jag?" 


Jagger studied Scotts cards. "The three." 
"Alright then," Scott said. "Mark, you got any threes?" 


Mark looked at the two threes in his hand and then up at Scott and smiled. "Nope, go fish." He looked at his 
cards again. "And its my turn. Jag, got any jacks?" 


Jagger looked carefully at his cards. "Daddy, which one is that one?" 

Scott looked over. "That one's not a jack," he said 

"Okay. Go fish!" he told Mark. "My turn! Daddy, do you have any sixes?" 

Scott groaned dramatically. "Oh, you got me" He handed over two sixes. 

Jagger giggled and took the cards, laying down his full set of sixes. "Unca Mark, do you have a lady card?" 


Mark feigned a sigh and handed over his lady card. "Well darn, Jag, | think you just won. You really are the go 
fish champ," he grinned. 


"Yay, | winl" Jagger exclaimed as he laid down his last cards. He jumped up and clapped his hands. "I'm the best! 
| beat you! Yeah!" 


Scott chuckled as he gave Jagger a hug. "Yep you are," he said, then held him a little tighter. "You really are 
the best, Jag, and | love you very much." He kissed the top of his head. 


| love you too, Daddy," Jagger said, hugging him back. "I missed you when you were gone." 


‘| missed you too, so much," Scott replied, holding on until Jagger started to get antsy. He let go and said "Now 
what do you want to do?" 


"Hmm, | don't know," Jagger said thoughtfully. "When's Mommy coming home? She can play with us, too." 
The color drained from Scotts face. He shot a panicked look at Mark. 

Mark spoke up, taking the heat off Scott. "It's a boy's night, Jag, Mommy took a trip of her own. And guess 
what?" He made his tone sound excited purposefully. "Me and Daddy were talking today and you're going on 


tour with us for the next couple weeks! How about that? Doesn't it sound like fun?" 


Scotts eyes widened and he looked gratefully at Mark as Jagger danced around the room in celebration. "I get 
to go on tour, | get to go on tour!" He bounced up to Scott. "Will there be fire?" 


Scott gave a strained chuckle as he nodded. "Yep, there's still fire." 
"Cool!" 


After a few minutes Jagger had calmed down a little. "But where did Mommy go? Why didn't she say 
goodbye?" 


Scott took a deep breath. "She had to leave in a hurry, Jag.. | know she would've said goodbye if she could 
have." He gathered Jagger in his arms again and held him tightly. 


Jagger frowned. "You're sad, Daddy. Why are you sad?" 

Scott blinked rapidly and forced a smile. "| just miss her too, bud" 

Mark's heart hurt for Scott and he wanted to distract Jag's questions until they came up with something 
appropriate to tell him. "Hey Jag, | think I'm in the mood for something sweet, want to go help me find 
something? Maybe we can find some ice cream or cookies," he smiled. "I'll give you a piggy back ride." He looked 
at Scott, his mouth forming a smile that didn't reach his eyes. "Lets see what we've got to make sundaes or 
banana splits, | can run out for anything we don't have." 


"Yeah, ice cream, Unca Mark!" Jagger exclaimed, jumping up and running into the kitchen 


Scott managed a small smile at Mark. "I think the cupboards are bare, so good luck" He pushed himself to his 
feet and walked over to Mark. "Thanks for the save." 


Mark reached for his hand and gave it a quick squeeze, letting that substitute for the kiss he'd rather give 


him. "You're welcome. We can all make a quick grocery store run if we don't find anything." 


Scott leaned his head against Mark's shoulder for a brief moment and then straightened, giving Mark a brave 


smile before stepping forward. "Jag, you find anything in there?" 


"Night, Jag." Scott kissed Jagger's cheek, then stayed seated on the edge of the bed, softly stroking Jagger's 
hair and back until his breathing was deep and regular. Then Scott rose carefully and stepped out into the hall, 
closing the door softly behind him. He went down the stairs and into the living room, collapsing wordlessly on 


the sofa next to Mark. 
Mark reached over and pulled Scott to him, kissing the top of his head. "How are you doing?" 


Scott smiled and leaned his head into Mark's shoulder, their sides flush against each other. "A lot better than | 


expected. Jagger is good medicine." 


"Yes, he is," Mark agreed. "He's such a great kid," he sighed. "I've been trying to think of a way to explain 
Hillaree, but | haven't come up with shit." 


Scott leaned his head back and stared at the ceiling. "| don't know either." He sighed. "I try to think about it, and 
then all | can do is think of how sick it is that | even have to *consider* this. It's fucked up, no parent should 
have to be in this situation and *definitely* no child should" He ran a hand over his face. 


Mark took his hand and kissed his palm, glancing toward the stairs to keep an eye out for Jagger. "I really am 
sorry about all this. You want to go to bed yourself and try to get away from it for a little while? Maybe 


we'll come up with something tomorrow." 


"No, I'll just think about it too much if | go to bed now." He studied the room, eyes falling on the deck of cards 


still strewn across the table. He smiled. "Hey, | seem to remember something about spankings for fibbers.." 


Mark laughed. "Jagger will kick my ass if | try it" He rubbed the back of Scott's neck, feeling the tension in it. 


"Why don't you turn around and l'll rub your back some more." 


Scott smiled and turned to put his back towards Mark. "I knew | loved you for a reason" He sighed contentedly 
as Mark's hands found his shoulders. "And Jagger will only kick your ass if he finds out" 


Mark glanced toward the stairs again and dropped a quick kiss on Scott's neck. "I thought | wasn't allowed near 


your ass again any time soon," he teased. "I know you aren't getting near mine." 


Scott leaned back into the pressure of Mark's hands, tilting his head to the side to expose more of his neck. 
"So you still need some time to recover, you aren't fully broken in yet" Scott chuckled. "I'll have to fix that" 


Mark laughed and nipped his neck. "Hell no, I'm not broken in, and unless it only took one time, neither are you." 


He continued to rub Scott, his hands moving down his back. "You're warm and soft," Mark noted, realizing how 


good Scott felt under his fingers, taking pleasure in the simple contact. He leaned forward again, dropping 
another kiss on Scotts neck, sucking it for a moment. "Maybe this isn't such a good idea," he sighed. 


"No," Scott whispered, bringing his hand up behind Mark's neck, keeping him close. "It's a very good idea" He 
closed his eyes and moaned quietly at the firm strokes of Mark's hands. "Please don't stop.. and maybe l'll 
overlook the fact that you called me ‘soft. His mouth curved up. 


Mark turned his head, finding Scotts palm with his lips. "No, Scott, it's not a good idea, Jag is right up there 
and he could get up at any time." He drew his head away, but didn't remove his hands from Scott's back, not 
yet content to break all physical contact. "And you are soft," he whispered, fingers trailing down Scotts spine. 


Scott groaned, leaning his head back on Mark's shoulder. "Kill the buzz, why don't you, and make me think of all 
the weight | need to lose," he grumbled. 


"There's nothing wrong with your body, and | think | proved that to you a couple times today." He moved his 
hands around and up Scotts chest, letting them work to Scott's temples to rub there. He glanced up again and 
pulled on Scotts earlobe with his teeth. "I don't want you worrying about how you look, you still look just fine. 


If we were alone, I'd show you." 


Scott grasped Mark's hands with his and lowered them to wrap around his chest, his own arms laying over 
them, hugging himself tightly. "We are alone," he whispered, turning his head so his lips brushed against Mark's 
neck. "He won't wake up for at least a few hours, | promise." 


Mark moaned softly when Scotts mouth touched his neck, a shiver going through him. His arms tightened 
around Scott, giving him a squeeze before gently extracting himself and standing up. "We don't know that for 
sure," he whispered apologetically. "He could have a nightmare or something." All it had taken was a little 


touching and soft kisses, not even on the mouth, to begin to arouse him. "I think | need a cold glass of water." 


Scott turned to look at him, unable to hide the hurt in his eyes. "Won't you at least stay here with me, like 
this?" he asked softly. "Please?" He could feel the loss of Mark's presence already; he felt cold and alone. 


Mark couldn't refuse him and sat back down, kissing him softly, murmuring against his lips. "| was only planning 
to cool off a little. You seem to have an effect on me that requires something to calm me down," he smiled. He 


moved to the end of the sofa and put a pillow in his lap, patting it, and pulling the blanket off the back of the 


couch. "Lay down, we'll still be close." 


Scott smiled and placed his head on Mark's lap, hand coming up to rub absently at Mark's thigh. "Good. | don't 


want you to go far." He closed his eyes. "See? Developing a dependency." He grinned. 


Mark smiled and ran his fingers through Scotts hair. "I wish.." his voice trailed off, wishing did no good and it 
couldn't slow time down. "I think you and Jag both are really going to enjoy the next couple weeks." 


"You wish what?" Scott asked softly, grasping Mark's other hand and kissing it softly. 


"Nothing," Mark smiled, "it's nothing." 


Scotts brow creased. "Something," he countered. "Please don't hide anything from me." He kissed Mark's hand 


again, fingers caressing his palm. 


Mark sighed. "I just wish we had more time. Don't get mad when | say this again, but we're going to be touring 
and having Jag with us for the rest of the month, so we're not going to have any real time together, and then 
a couple weeks after that, we're going to be at my wedding." His fingers drifted over Scotts neck. "It's going to 
be hell giving this up." 


Scott was quiet for a moment, his lips brushing against Mark's fingers. Then he gave a forced smile. "It 
figures, doesn't it, that | spend years pining over a woman that | ultimately sent to jail.. and | find you just 
weeks before you're getting married” He pressed Mark's hand to his face. "Yes, it's going to be hell.. and | don't 
know how much more hell | can take." 


Mark smiled wistfully. "Sit up." He helped him get into a sitting position and pulled Scott's face to his, his lips 
moving over Scotts. "There has to be a way for us to get through this.’ 


Scott savored the kiss, hands going to Mark's chest as his lips and tongue caressed Mark's. His hand slid behind 
Mark's back, urging him closer, fingers brushing his neck as their tongues tangled. When they finally broke 
away, Scott murmured "The only way is if there is no 'us'" He rested his forehead against Mark's and sighed. 


Mark's stomach jumped. This time was different than the last, the last time they had decided to end it, he'd 
been too scared, too disturbed by Vicky's unexpected presence. And he'd been the one to initiate ending it..for 
the week it had lasted. It would have lasted longer if the events of this day hadn't occurred. Now he'd tasted it 
again and admitted he hadn't wanted it to stop, but Scott seemed to be implying it had to. "Are you telling me 
its over this time?" he asked, trying to keep his tone even 


Scotts eyes flew open. "Not right now," he responded quickly, a bit startled. "I didn't mean right now. Please, | 
hope not. But.. itl have to be in a month, won't it?" He pulled back a little. "Unless.. you know of a different 
way?" His eyes pled with Mark. 


Mark pulled Scotts mouth back to his, kissing him hungrily. His tongue slipped between Scot's parted lips and 
both hands lifted to hold Scott's face. He withdrew, licking Scott's lips, sucking and pulling on them. "I don't know 
anything much right now." He began to plunder Scotts mouth again, his cock growing rapidly, need replacing 
fear of being caught until he heard a noise. He looked the direction of the stairs but saw nothing. "What was 
that?" 


Scott turned to listen, trying to quiet his breathing. After a moment he shrugged and said "Nothing, the house 
is just creaking.” He took Mark's face in his hands and brought their mouths together again, feeling the rush of 


arousal beneath his skin. 


Mark felt his willpower finish crumbling, the thoughts of another abrupt parting kicking the last still standing 
foundation away. "Not here, your room..lock the door..be quiet." He pushed Scott away gently, his pulse 
pounding and his heart beating faster. "It's wrong, Scott, wrong to do it with Jagger here.." but | can't help 
myself, he thought. 


Scott didn't let him retreat. "Would it be wrong for me to do it with Hillaree here if Jag were here?" he 
questioned lowly, holding Mark's gaze with his own "Why should this be different? We'll be careful, we'll do as 
you say." He held Mark's hands as he stood, drawing Mark off the sofa "We'll go in my room, we'll lock the 
door, we'll be quiet" Scott spoke soothingly, a soft smile on his face as he stepped backwards, leading Mark 


towards his room. 


Mark followed him silently, locking the door and testing it himself once they were in the room. He felt Scott's 
kisses on his neck and his hands on his hips. He leaned his forehead against the closed door. "I have to go to 


the spare room afterwards, | won't be able to hold you. | have to be somewhere else when he wakes up." 


"Hold me now," Scott whispered, breathing against his neck. He turned Mark around and kissed him, one hand 
going up to cup his face while the other ran over Mark's ass, pressing their hips together. A breath escaped 
Scott at the pressure, and he bit lightly at Mark's lower lip before kissing his way across Mark's face and 


down his neck. 


Mark took Scotts arm away from his face and brought it to his lips, sucking and licking it. "No marks," he told 
Scott reluctantly. "| have to go home tomorrow, there can't be anything for Vicky to see." He reached down to 
cup Scott through his pants, stroking up and down lightly. 


Scott rewarded him with a moan and resisted the urge to mark the skin beneath his lips; as tempting as it 
was, he couldn't - shouldn't - compete with Vicky. It would only result in pain and that was something he'd had 
enough of. He found Mark's mouth again, plundering it with his tongue, while he thrust into Mark's hand. 


Mark lifted his hands, holding Scotts face, his lips brushing over Scotts gently. He nipped at the tip of Scotts 
tongue when it came out, not holding on and not letting his own reenter Scotts mouth or Scotts into his, 


toying with both of them and enjoying the game. He smiled at Scott as they continued to play hide and seek. 


Scott smiled, enjoying the play, glad that Mark had relaxed and was willing. He flicked at Mark's tongue and then 
drew back, planting random brief kisses over Mark's face, sometimes licking, sometimes sucking, sometimes 
biting. His chin, his cheek, his nose, his eyebrow, keeping Mark guessing about where the next one was coming. 
Then he pulled back and grinned. "Close your eyes," he said. 


Mark smiled at him, and closed his eyes obediently, wondering what Scott was up to, but sure he would enjoy 


it. 


Scott continued his touching, scattering it over Mark's body. Tweak a nipple, bite his jaw, blow on his neck, suck 


his earlobe. 


Mark's hands reached for Scotts waist, pulling Scott flush to him. "Having a good time teasing me?" he grinned, 
opening his eyes. "Whether the spankings ever happen or not, just remember the paybacks part." 


Scott grinned. "All talk and no follow-up," he whispered, then pushed away from Mark and backed towards the 
bed. 


Mark followed him, pulling off his shirt purposefully. "Take off your clothes," he smiled, a wicked gleam in his 
eyes. 


Scott quickly shed his shirt and his pants, pulling his boxers off with them, eyes never leaving Mark as he 
approached. 


Mark stripped off his own jeans and boxers at the bedside and gave Scott a quick unexpected push, watching 
him fall back on the bed, eyes widening a bit. He crawled over him, leaning his head down to nip at Scotts lips. 
He bent down, his hands sliding down Scott's arms and taking Scott's hands in his, fingers interlocking. Mark 
drew them up his sides, pleasure moving through him as their joined hands slid over his skin. He moved them 
out and up, over Scotts head until Mark was able to grasp both of Scotts wrists and hold them in his hand. 
"All talk, huh?" he taunted gently, then took Scotts bottom lip between his teeth, their eyes locked on each 
other. Mark let the fingers of his free hand trail lightly down Scott's side, brushing over his ribs. 


Scott shivered and sought Mark's own lip with his teeth, pulling and nibbling until Mark let him go. A smile 
spread over his face. “All talk," he murmured back at Mark, looking at him through heavy-lidded eyes. He 
turned his head to find Mark's wrist with his mouth, fastening on and caressing it with his tongue. 


Mark lifted one of Scotts legs, smiling and hooking it high over his waist and letting the flat of his hand 


connect with Scott's ass. 
"Ouch!" Scott jumped and turned wide eyes on Mark, then started to laugh. "I can't believe you did that!" 
"You were the one who said all talk," he grinned. "Want another one?" 


"Not particularly." Scott chuckled and lowered his leg from Mark's waist, foot finding Mark's hip and giving him 
a gentle shove. "What else can you follow up on?" He tilted his head and grinned seductively at Mark through 
half-closed eyes. 


Mark adjusted them so their shafts were touching and lay atop him. "Depends on what my motivation is." His 
lips moved to Scotts shoulder and he sucked hard, knowing it would leave a mark, but not caring. He lifted his 
mouth, kissing the reddened patch. "You taste good." 


"You should know, you've had enough of me today," Scott noted with a grin. He turned and kissed Mark's wrist 
again, the only part of him he could reach. He licked it lightly. "You aren't so bad yourself" He began to run his 
foot along Mark's calf, tracing his toes up the back of his thigh. 


Mark shifted, rubbing his hips against Scott's, and letting go of his wrists. He grinned down at Scott. "You're 
getting dangerously close to my ass, and yes, | guess | have had quite a bit of you today, which only begs the 
question why | still want more." He looked into Scott's eyes and bent his head, lips caressing Scotts while he 


held their bodies flush. 


Scott closed his hands around Mark, pulling his head close and running over and along Mark's back and 
shoulders as they kissed deeply. Scott rubbed his arousal against Mark's, using his hands and feet to urge 
Mark's body to move over his. Then he pushed Mark away and pulled himself fully onto the bed, grasping 


Mark's hand and encouraging him to follow. "I think I'm just irresistible," he said with a grin. 


"Maybe you are," Mark laughed, moving up to lay beside Scott and pulling him against him, putting Scott's leg 
over his hip again, this time rubbing his ass softly instead of slapping it. "Wait, it's the extreme attractiveness 
thing, isn't it?" he smiled, remembering the time Scott told him that Mark wasn't immune to him, and that was 
before they ever did anything. 


Scott laughed and pushed Mark over onto his back, hands tracing down Mark's sides and hips. "It's the extreme 
attractiveness that makes me irresistible, of course." Scott straddled Mark's thighs and grasped Mark's cock in 
his hand as he leaned down to taste Mark's lips with his. "And | think that's been well proven" He smiled 
against Mark's mouth as he began to stroke his cock. Then he stopped. "Wait! | know." He grinned as he let go 
of Mark and leaned over to the side of the bed. "The lube." He pulled it out of the drawer and held it up for 
Mark to see before putting some on his hand and grasping Mark's shaft once more. Scott leaned down and 


scraped his teeth lightly against Mark's cheek. "Better?" 


Mark groaned, pushing up into Scott's hand. "Oh yeah." His palms rubbed over Scott's thighs, getting closer to 
Scott's shaft with each movement. He smiled when he thought about the fact that Scott was better at both 
blow jobs and hand jobs than Vicky was, even though it stood to reason since Scott knew what he liked himself 
and did those things to Mark. One of his hands made it in far enough to cup Scott's balls, his finger running 
from them to Scott's ass, but not going in 


Scott grinned even as he shivered a little under Mark's hands. "Mind the ass," he cautioned playfully, while 
allowing his other hand to lower to Mark's groin, his palm resting flat on the skin, Mark's balls fitting between 
his thumb and forefinger. He massaged lightly, the motion pushing gently at Mark's balls while Scotts hand 


rose and fell on his shaft. Scotts brow creased in pleasure as Mark's hands continued to caress him. 


Mark dragged his finger lightly across Scott's ass. "I don't think | can be satisfied with a one time deal, but I'm 
not going to abuse it either. We'll let it wear off and then see what you say." He closed his eyes and moaned, 
pushing up into Scott's hand, then pulling Scott a little tighter against him. His head arched off the bed, enjoying 
the dual stimulation on his shaft and his balls. "Damn," Mark breathed, opening his eyes and lifting a bit to look 
at Scott. "You're really fucking good at this." 


A genuinely pleased smile spread across Scotts face, and he leaned down to nip at Mark's earlobe. "Flatterer," 
he whispered, chuckling. Then he straightened and scooted up Mark's thighs until he brought their shafts 


against each other. He rolled his hips, adding the movement of his cock to the ongoing caresses of his hands. 


Mark smiled up at Scott, his hands running up and down Scott's thighs. "I meant it." He reached for a pillow, 


putting it under his head so he could see better, and watched Scott's movements, his excitement growing. 


Scott brought his thumb up to trace lightly across Mark's balls, then around the base of his shaft, increasing 
the pressure slightly. Then he lifted his hand to rest on Mark's chest, leaning forward until he could catch 
both their shafts in his other hand, rubbing them together. He bent down to Mark's ear. "What do you want?" 
he breathed. 


Mark caught Scott's ear between his teeth, pulling slightly before letting go. He kissed Scott softly, light kisses, 
and then traced his fingers over Scott's lips, looking at him questioningly. "This?" 


Scott smiled and sucked Mark's finger into his mouth, rolling his tongue over it. "You want this?" he asked. 


Mark sighed when Scott sucked on his finger, and lowered a hand to Scott's that was still working their shafts, 
closing around it. "I think that would be really nice." 


Scott dropped his head to Mark's chest, planting open-mouthed kisses on the skin there. "Hmm... you would, 
huh?" He worked his way down, pulling himself from Mark's grasp. His hair dragged along Mark's skin as he 
sucked and pulled at Mark's stomach. Then he bent to capture the head of Mark's cock in his mouth, sucking 
quickly before pulling off. "That?" he asked with a mischievous grin 


Mark grinned. "Yes, you damn tease, that." He winked then, "Or maybe you just want another spanking. | think 
you said | could do it as long as Jag didn’t find out? If | gag you, he won't hear you screaming.” 


Scott lowered his chin to Mark's hip, Mark's shaft against his face, Scott's hair falling around it. Scott brought 
his hand up to caress Mark's balls and then rub over his cock as it was trapped against Scott's cheek. Scott 
rested there, looking up at Mark. "I seem to remember you threatening to gag me once before; you didn’t do it 


then, why would you now?" 


"Probably because there were other things | preferred to do with your mouth then, too," he smiled. He looked 
at himself laying against Scott's cheek. "You know you're killing me here, don't you?" 


Scott turned his head to kiss Mark's shaft, drawing his tongue along its length. "So it's working?" He tried to 
hide his smile. 


Mark hissed when he felt Scotts tongue on him. "If you mean trying to drive me crazy wanting you, then 
yeah, it's working. Anything else, not sure,’ he gritted out. He reached for Scots head, stroking his hair lightly. 


Scott took Mark in his mouth then, sinking down on him until he touched the back of Scotts throat. Scotts 
fingers closed around the base of Mark's shaft, his palm remaining low to knead Mark's balls lightly as he drew 
his head up, tongue dragging up the underside of Mark's shaft. 


Mark groaned, fingers tightening in Scott's hair. He struggled, forcing his hips to remain on the bed, and not to 
thrust up into Scotts warm, soft mouth. "Scott..damn.." he moaned, "yes, like that..." He gave himself over to 
the feelings, enjoying Scott's ministrations and muttering unintelligible things that could possibly have been 


Scott's name, had he sense enough to try and force them into coherence. 


Scott smiled and hummed as he rose and fell over Mark, sucking and using his tongue to caress different 
parts of him, swirling over the head before dropping back down. He continued to caress Mark's balls, while his 
other hand came up to rub lightly along Mark's stomach. He drew off of Mark's shaft and kissed down its 
length. "You like that?" he whispered, as he took one of Mark's balls lightly in his mouth. 


Mark gasped when Scotts tongue rolled over his balls. "Yes.." He reached blindly with his other hand for 
Scott's head. He took a deep breath, able to calm down a little without Scott's mouth sucking him. One hand let 
go of Scotts head, Mark's fingers trailing up and down his own shaft, feeling the moistness left from Scott's 


mouth. "I love you," he murmured softly. 


Scott looked up quickly, movements stilling for a brief moment before he smiled softly and murmured, "I love 


you, too." He closed his eyes and kissed Mark's shaft again, then taking it in his mouth again and sucking hard. 


Mark's back arched and his hand went back to Scott's head. He felt himself draw nearer, felt it well up within 


him as Scott's tongue and mouth slid insistently against him. "Scott.gonna come..." 


Scott took him in deep, his hand caressing Mark's balls as he felt them spasm beneath him, swallowing Mark 
down as he came in Scotts mouth. Scott's fingers traced lightly over Mark's abdomen as the orgasm subsided, 
continuing to suck lightly until Mark was shivering beneath him. Then Scott drew off slowly, dropping a kiss on 
Mark's hip. "That, huh?" 


Mark's lips curved up, his hands loosening on Scotts head. "Yeah, that." He looked down at Scott, eyes soft, half 
closed, as he ran his fingers through the ends of Scott's hair. He reached for Scott, pulling him up so they 
were face to face, and kissed him gently. His hand traced from Scott's jaw to his chin. "Would you like some of 
that, too?" 


Scott smiled, kissing him thoroughly, sucking Mark's tongue into his mouth. "I think some of that would be very 
rice," he said, running his hand along Mark's neck, then settling back on the pillows. 


Mark smiled and moved over Scott, soft kisses falling to and fro on his neck, small bites on his shoulder. His 
lips found their way to Scott's chest, light licks and tiny nips, he stopped at Scotts nipples, taking moments to 
suck and nibble on each. He tore his mouth away and continued journeying down, kissing the circle around 
Scotts navel. He lay on his stomach when he reached the apex of Scotts thighs. Mark kissed both his inner 
thighs, sucking gently on each, only satisfied when he could see faint marks marring them, then turned his 
attention to Scotts shaft. 


Scott was breathing heavily, his cock throbbing in anticipation of Mark's touch. "I wasn't allowed to mark you, 


why are you allowed to mark me?" His hands traced over Mark's head, caressing his face with his thumbs. 


"Because | can," Mark whispered, taking Scotts balls in his mouth. "Because you won't have to do any 
explaining," he added, licking up the underside of Scott's shaft. "Because | love the taste of your skin and | think 
you like when | do it” He took Scott in his mouth, tongue tracing the head, gentle firm suction, lips pursed, then 
moving down, taking Scott all the way in. 


Scott's head rolled to the side, a sigh escaping him. "I won't argue with you," he murmured, moaning a little at 
Mark's mouth on him. "Yeah, Mark, thats good." His hands caressed Mark's shoulders and head. "There's not 
enough of you to touch," he said with a slight frown. 


Mark lifted his head and caught one of Scotts hands, kissing his palm. "It will be fine." He bent back down and 
sucked Scott back into his mouth, one finger moving over the tender skin from Scotts ass to his balls, putting 
light pressure on the sensitive area, the other wrapping around his shaft, squeezing and stroking in motion 
with Mark's mouth. He ran his tongue firmly along the ridge, feeling Scott's hands tighten on him. He paused at 
the top again, hand still firmly working the shaft and his tongue and lips secure on the head. 


Mark heard Scott moan his name and let his mouth encompass Scotts shaft again, silently delighting in Scott's 
response to him. He rolled Scot's balls in his hand, his lips still sucking greedily on Scotts shaft. If he could 
mark this part of him too, he would, he thought. He felt Scott hit the back of his throat and groaned against 


him, feeling the vibration from his chest against Scott's cock. 


Scott whimpered and cried out at the sensations assaulting him, his fingers digging into Mark's head as he 
struggled to keep from thrusting. He could feel the tension reaching its peak with each new lick and caress, and 


managed "Gonna come.. Mark.. 
Mark took him deep again, his hand wrapping firmly back around Scott's shaft, his other massaging his balls, 
encouraging him to come. He swallowed continually when Scott came, stroking him until it was over, then placing 


a soft kiss on the head. He moved up to lay beside Scott, fingers roaming through his hair. "Feeling better?" 


"Hmmm.. much." Scott smiled and turned to kiss Mark's chest, then up to kiss his mouth, wrapping an arm 


around him. He threw his leq over Mark's thighs and sighed contentedly. "Thank you." 


"You're welcome,” Mark said, kissing his forehead. "| need to get up soon, | can't sleep in here, and l'm feeling 


good enough to pass out any minute.” 


Scott frowned and pressed his head to Mark's chest, holding him closer. "You can't at least stay until | go to 


sleep?" 


"ll try," Mark offered, tightening his own grip on Scott. "But | really can't fall asleep..can't have Jag finding us 
like this." 


"Door's locked" Scott murmured, around a yawn. "We'd get warning even if he did wake up." 


Mark yawned too, "Don't do that, its contagious. | still don't want to have to answer the door and have him ask 


why I'm in here." Mark looked at the clock. "Five minutes?" 


Scott shoved him a little. "Dumbass, I'll answer the door, you can escape when | take Jagger to the kitchen for 
a drink or something. On the outside chance he wakes up in the next five or ten minutes." He nestled in closer. 


"Shut up and let me go to sleep if you're that worried." 


Mark reached over and pinched Scot's ass, grinning. "Hurry up then," he yawned again. He held Scott until his 
breathing was even and relaxed and extracted himself carefully. He looked down at Scott while he dressed, 
sighing. It had been a really shitty day for him and all Mark could be glad for was that he could do a little 
something to try and make it better. He wondered briefly how Scott was going to be in the morning, would this 
mood carry over or would he be upset and depressed again? He let himself out of the room cautiously, 
checking on Jag on his way to the spare room, but seeing him in a deep sleep. He took off his shirt and jeans 


and climbed under the covers, giving over to the much needed sleep. 


Chapter 6 


November 19, 2002, State College, PA (pre-concert) 


Scott listened to the phone ring in his ear, waiting impatiently for an answer, not wanting to get Mark's 
Voicemail again. He tapped his fingers, then straightened as he heard the click as the phone picked up. "Hello?" 


He blinked. "Hi... Vicky??" 
"Yeah, Scott? You want to talk to Mark?" 


"Um, yeah." His mind was racing; she was here? He felt a surge of emotions, from panic to anger to jealousy 
to fear. How could she be here, she was supposed to be in Floridal 


"Hey, Scott?" Mark's voice came through. "What's up?" 

Scott steadied his voice. "Well, Flip has Jag for awhile and | thought you could come over." 

Mark looked at Vicky. "Hang on a sec, let me check with Vic." Mark's voice was muffled, but Scott could still 
make out his words as he asked Vicky if she minded if he went to talk to Scott for a while. "Yeah, thats fine. 
Are you in your room, not the bus?" 

"Yeah, my room." Scott hung up. 

Mark kissed Vicky on his way out, "I'll be back in a while" He grinned when she gave his lips a quick rub. 


"Not your color." 


"See you later." He knocked on Scotts door, checking his phone and hearing an earlier message from Scott. "Hey 


man," he said when the door swung open. 


Scott let him in and shut the door, gaze falling on Mark's mouth. "So when did Vicky get in?" he asked with 


raised eyebrows. 
"A little while ago," he shrugged. "I didn't know if she was going to make it or not, but she did" 


Scott frowned and crossed his arms. "I got Flip to take Jagger for a couple of hours, thought we could spend 
some time together since it's been in short supply lately." 


Mark fought the blush down, he'd just spent himself with Vicky not too long ago. “That's fine with me. Want to 


go somewhere or just hang out here?" he asked, avoiding meeting Scott's eyes. 


Scott frowned harder. "Not what | was talking about and you know it. If you don't want to, just say so," he 
snapped. 


Mark shoved his hands in his pockets. "It's not a matter of want to, |..can't right now. | didn't know we were 
going to have some time together. Maybe if I'd known that, it would be different. | can still hang out here with 


you, she doesn't care." 


Scott swore and stalked across the room. He resisted the urge to yell, instead gritting out, "I wanted to spend 
some time with you, we haven't had enough of it lately and | miss you." He kicked at the sofa 


‘I'm sorry," Mark sighed. "I can't tell her she can't come on tour with us, | don't have any reason To give her 
and it's not like | can tell her the truth." He walked over to Scott, rubbing his shoulders. "I know we haven't had 


a lot of time, but we knew we wouldn't." He pulled at Scotts arms. "Come on, we can sit down and | can hold 


you." 


Scott resisted him. "But we have time now, we just can't use it." 


“Sure we can," Mark tried again, pulling his arms a little harder. "Come on, Scott, just sit with me." He dropped 


a kiss on the back of Scott's neck. 


Scott softened a little and sat, leaning against Mark's shoulder. "Why, you have any ideas? | wouldve thought 
you'd used them all on Vicky." 


Mark rolled his eyes. "Cheap shot. What am | supposed to do, Scott? I'm about to marry her and our sex life 
has always been healthy, it's not something | can change now without causing suspicion. Have *you* got any 
ideas?" he countered. 


Scott stood again, turning to look at Mark. "What, l'm not allowed to be jealous? | just went out of my way to 
make sure we could have some alone time for the first time in days, and it's all blown because your fiancée 
decides to show up unannounced. I'm supposed to just shrug it off and say it's fine?" 


| told you | didn't know if she was coming or not," Mark shot back, standing up himself. "I'm trying here, Scott. 
I've got you on one side and her on the other and it's not fucking easy! Thanks for trying, | appreciate that," 
he said, forcing his voice back down, "but | don't know how to make it better. I'm sorry I'm not a superman and 
can satisfy you both at the same time,’ he snipped. "What am | supposed to do? What do you want from me? 
| can't tell her no, Scott" he said, irritation creeping back into his tone, "it's only a matter of weeks before | 


belong to her anyway." 

Scott looked stricken at his words and stepped forward, crushing his mouth to Mark's, driving him backwards 
until Mark's back hit the wall. "No," he said fiercely, biting at Mark's lips. "You won't ever belong entirely to 
her, Mark. You belong to me and nothing's going to change that." 


Mark's eyes widened at his words and his hands lifted to hold Scott's face, forcing it back from his own 


"Scott." He was speechless, Scott hadn't been like this before. Yeah, he was definitely a possessive sort, but he 
knew this couldn't last forever, they'd talked about it. Mark was also alarmed by the slight thrill that shot 


through him at Scott's fierceness. 


Scott didn't back down, but kept Mark's gaze firmly on his own. "You know I'm right," he said lowly. "You know 
it, you feel it, it's there every time we're together. If you belonged to Vicky you'd be with her right now. But 
instead you came to me, and it's my name you call and it's me you've let inside of you. You might marry Vicky 


but you'll never belong to her." 


Mark's heart began to race as Scott's words set in. "No," he whispered, denying it. "This isn't what | have with 
her, it's not the same. It will stop then, it has to." He pushed at Scott's hands, face turning red, his words 


stammering. "| have to go.." 


Scott pushed him back against the wall, pressing his body and arousal against Mark's. "No you don't. Because 
running isn't going to change it, Mark." Scott dragged teeth and tongue along Mark's neck. "All you'll do is go to 
Vicky and realize that you're right, its *not* the same, and no matter how much you tell yourself she's what 


you want, you'll always know you're lying.” 


Mark shook his head back and forth, hands gripping Scott's arms. "Not true..! do want her," he insisted, voice 
still a whisper as his own arousal grew against his will. "I'm here because you needed a friend, that's all” His lie 


sounded pathetic and hollow to his own ears. "It has to stop, no more," he ended weakly. 


Scott's hand fell to Mark's groin, cupping him through his pants. "That's there because | needed a friend?" he 
countered. "That's not how this started and thats not how it is now and you know it" He caressed the growing 
bulge under his palm, and pushed his mouth against Mark's, tongue pressing at resistant lips. "It can't stop, it 
won't ever stop, because we're part of each other now. All the running and lies and girlfriends and wives in the 


world won't change that, Mark" 


A sound left Mark's throat, almost a whimper, and he parted his lips, meeting Scott's fierce kiss, his own 
tongue diving into Scott's mouth, but only for a moment. He pushed at Scotts shoulders, looking around dazed, 
trying to orient himself to the door. He moved off the wall, "I can't," he muttered, "can't do this, can't be like 


this, can't be all yours and not any of mine..." 


Scott seized his wrists, bringing one up to his mouth and kissing the inside softly. "Mark," he whispered, "Don't 
you see? It's not about losing yourself, it's about becoming more of yourself” He pulled him closer and kissed 
him again, softer this time. "lm more because of you; in the same way, you're more because of me. We belong 


to each other." 


Scott's words made sense, they were more in tune with each other than they'd ever been and they'd already 
accomplished so much together. And it scared him half to death thinking of what else could be. "I have to be 
hers, Scott," he pleaded, lips brushing Scott's, fingers combing through his hair. "I have to be, it's what's right. 
| know it is, | feel it is. No matter what's between us." 


"Why?" Scott whispered, leaning in to Mark's ear. "Why does it have to be that way? Because it's easier? 
Because it's not scary? Because its what people expect?" His hand rested on Mark's chest, his mouth sucking 


lightly on Mark's earlobe. "Be honest, Mark Are those reasons worth shit?" He bit down, 


Mark staggered, eyes closing and knees weakening, his arms resting heavily on Scotts shoulders. "Yes, to all of 
those." His own teeth snapped at Scotts neck "Why me? Why did it have to be me that you had to have? Why 
did it have to be you that | gave into? I've given you everything, all of me, why hasn't it been enough for 
either of us?" he asked more of himself than Scott. "Why do you still want me and why do | want you to have 
me?" His hands left Scotts shoulders, moving down his back to Scott's ass, pushing their bodies flush. His 


breathing was heavy, as heavy as their dual arousals and just as desperate. 


"| don't know," Scott breathed in his ear, tongue caressing where his teeth had just been. "I don't know, it just 
is." He crushed their mouths together, tongues dueling, lips sucking, teeth biting. Scott's hands squeezed at 
Mark's shoulders, then ran down his chest and under his shirt, caressing his sides and driving their hips 
together. He pulled away from Mark's mouth, breathing raggedly, eyes piercing. "All | know is this." 


"Show me," Mark breathed, hands reaching for Scotts pants. 


Scott helped undo his pants, pushing them to the ground and kicking them aside before turning to Mark's, 
quickly repeating the action. Then he took off his shirt as Mark shed his, and Scott stepped forward, mouth 
finding Mark's chest as he pulled Mark against him, groaning against the skin as their arousals pressed 
together. "This," Scott whispered, bucking against him. "You feel this, this is real." 


Mark lifted Scotts chin, his mouth connecting with Scotts, a crushing kiss tinged with passion, need, 
desperation and fear. His tongue snaked between Scott's lips, his hand getting between them and rubbing his 
cock over Scotts. His mouth moved to Scotts shoulder, his teeth clamping against the skin, his tongue laving it. 
"Need you," he murmured, more bites stinging Scotts skin. "Need you to be a part of me." He dragged his head 
away from Scotts skin, eyes dilated and dark. "I feel it." 


Scott bit at Mark's neck, then said in his ear, "Come with me." He took Mark's hands and led him into the 
bedroom, then pushed him forcefully onto the bed. Scott climbed on top of him, crouching over him and 
bending his head to Mark's face. "How do you want me?" he growled, hand coming up to grip Mark's head, 


undeterred by the absence of hair to grasp. "Tell me how you want me." 


Mark gave his final capitulation, and acknowledged the inevitable. He did indeed belong to Scott, to Scott's 


passion. "Take me," he whispered. "Show me that we belong to each other." He parted his legs, making room for 


Scott between them. 


Scott plundered his mouth, hands running roughly over Mark's face and head before he rose, reaching for the 
condom and lube laying on the nightstand. He wasted no time in applying them, bringing his hand down between 
Mark's thighs, pressing two fingers against Mark's entrance, rubbing hard before pushing them inside. His 
other hand rested on Mark's chest, eyes fastened to Mark's as he moved his fingers within him. "Like this?" 


he demanded, crooking his fingers, finding and caressing Mark's spot. "Is this how you want me?" 


"Fuck yes," Mark gasped, eyes closing, back arching off the bed, his body caught somewhere between pleasure 
and pain. He forced his eyes back open, hand going to Scotts shaft and pulling firmly. He pulled Scott's head to 
his with his free hand, sucking on his tongue. His now lubed fingers left Scott's shaft and went to his entrance, 
one slipping inside hurriedly, thrusting in and out, searching for the position within that would make Scott lose 


control. "You like it too," he demanded. 


Scott faltered for a moment before breathing "Yes." He lowered his head to Mark's shoulder, a cry escaping 
him as Mark found his spot. "Fuck," he moaned, baring his teeth on Mark's flesh. Then he pressed a third 
finger into Mark, using his thumb to run up the fine skin to Mark's balls. "Are you ready for me, Mark?" 


Mark spread his legs further in response, staring into Scotts eyes, another finger entering Scott. "Yes," he 
gritted out. "Show me that it's all true. Fuck me, Scott, fuck me now while | fuck you this way." 


Scott groaned and withdrew his fingers, gasping as he moved down to Mark's entrance, Mark's fingers still 
inside of him. He pressed his cock against Mark, as his arm lifted one of Mark's legs to expose him more fully. 
"You know it's all true," he hissed as he slid the head of his shaft inside. "No one else can make you feel like 
this" He pushed in a bit further. "No one else can be inside you." He sank in fully. "Tell me how you feel, Mark," 


he demanded. "Tell me how | feel inside of you.” 


Mark struggled to voice his feelings. "You hurt me and you complete me. You make me forget everything else 
and all | know is you, all that matters is right now, this is all that there is, all that exists." His eyes closed in 
concentration, fingers still moving inside Scott. He opened his eyes again, gasping as Scot's shaft continued to 
push against the right place. "I love you," he breathed, wondering for a moment if he hated him for it, too. 


"What about after you come?" Scott asked, his hand finding Mark's shaft and stroking it with each thrust. 
"How do you feel then? Do the feelings stay? Do they fade? Do they leave?" With each question his hips 
surged forward. "Do you love me when I'm inside of you or when I'm outside of you, too? Am | inside you 


physically or spiritually, too? Tell me." 


"You're always with me," Mark answered, his body twisting under Scott, fighting to be closer, to be as much of 
one with him as possible. "Even after | come, you're still inside me, in here," he grasped Scott's hand from his 

shaft, putting it over his heart, then raising it to his cheek. "And in here." He sucked one of Scotts fingers into 
his mouth and then lowered it back to his shaft. He gritted his teeth and closed his eyes, bucking against Scott. 


"Fuck," he hissed, "| need you now!" 


Scott lowered his head to capture Mark's mouth in his, pressing their mouths together, tongues caressing. "l'm 
with you now," he whispered, hips pumping, hand stroking and pulling at Mark's shaft, thumb alternately 
brushing against his balls and swirling around the head. "Come for me, Mark," he urged. "I need to come, please 


come for me, Mark, | need you to come." He lowered his head to Mark's neck 


Mark shuddered violently when Scott's lips and tongue found his neck. "Now," he moaned, "fuck, Scott, now!" His 
body thrust up into Scotts hand and he felt his release flood out, Scott's name almost a wail as it left his 


throat. He panted for breath, forcing Scott's mouth back to his, nearly stealing the air from Scotts body. 


A long cry escaped from Scott, into Mark's mouth as he felt Mark's body shudder against his, feeling his own 
release pulse out of him, the tightness of Mark's body drawing it out of him, the pressure of Mark's fingers 
making his body shake like he'd never known The cries continued to come as he tried to breathe, collapsing 


against Mark's chest, trembling. After a long moment, he breathed, "Do you see now?" 


Mark turned his head, closing his eyes tightly and feeling moisture slide from one, across his temple to the 
sheet below. "I clearly see." His arm stayed around Scott, hand resting on his back. 


‘| love you," Scott murmured, turning his head to kiss Mark's neck gently, then slowly withdrawing from him, 
sitting up briefly to discard the condom before laying back down beside him. Looking up, he frowned as he saw 
the track of moisture down Mark's face. He reached up and wiped it away softly. "What's wrong?" 


"How am | supposed to do this? How am | supposed to be what you need and what Vicky needs? How do | love 
you both enough?" 


Scott sobered, letting his hand stroke Mark's chest lightly, hoping to bring him some comfort. "I don't know," he 
said softly. "| don't know if it's possible." 


Mark wiggled out of Scott's embrace and sat up, wincing. He swung his legs off the bed, his arms resting on 


his knees. "So someone is going to end up hurt, someone besides me." 


Scott sat as well, shifting over to rest a hand on Mark's back, unsure of what to say. He couldn't very well 
argue that Mark dump Vicky; it would sound completely self-serving and would wind up having the opposite 
effect of what he wanted. Instead, he murmured "I guess it seems like it." 


Mark turned his head, meeting Scotts eyes. "I dont know what's going to happen, but | don't want either of 
you to ever doubt how | feel about you." He stood up then. "I need a shower.." he paused, letting a slow, small, 


sad smile cross his face, "wash my back?" 
Scott studied him for a minute. "Sure," he answered quietly, then followed Mark towards the bathroom. 


* 


Mark left Scotts room, going downstairs to the street and wandering aimlessly, head down to the world. Scott 
Touched him in a way Victoria never could, that was true and undeniable. Scott understood his passion for 
their music, Scott helped create it; that was something that Vicky could never touch, nor did she have the 
desire to. Vicky offered him her love and the means to a conventional life, all she wanted in return was his 
love, some of his time and his name, and those weren't too much to give her. She didn't yell at him about 
touring or playing or writing, she stood back and let him live the way he wanted to. He had no doubt she would 
draw the line if she knew about Scott, but he couldn't expect her to understand something like that. No one 
could understand it, only he and Scott. Today was different, there was no edge of teasing, no fun, no slight 


embarrassment, not even any real affection in the usual sense they shared, it had been sheer need, almost 
obsessive desire. The more Mark had tried to deny it, the more Scott had shown him how true it was. 


He had asked Scott to take him, to have him, to be within him. Scott had done it willingly, had demanded 
responses of him, had let Mark have him in some small way while Scott had taken him fully. Even now his ass 
still pained him a bit, but his body warmed as he thought about how it had felt, how utterly mindless and 
needy and fulfilled Scott made him feel. He did love Scott, he loved him the way you could only love someone 
after you had shared a good bit of your life with them, as they had. He loved him with the love of past 
experiences, new, exciting and bonding. He loved him with the love of surviving things you couldn't quite believe 
you were going through and even more surprised when you triumphed in the end. His love wasn't the love of a 
romantic partner for life, that could never be, for either of them. They had right now, but it wouldn't last 
forever, neither would be happy with that. In spite of what they had and did with each other, they were 


straight men at heart; Scott loved the feel, smell and taste of women as much as Mark did. 


Those were the reasons he couldn't call it off with Vicky so that only left one other person to share his pain 
and that wasn't something he could dwell on right now. He heard his name and looked up, seeing a few people all 
smiles and pens and paper and cameras. He put on his own best smile, going back to being PR Mark, pushing 


Scott's Mark and Vicky's Mark down inside himself. 


* 


Mark held Vicky close, frequent kisses and hugs raining on her. When he met Scott's eyes, he would quickly 
glance away, guilt tearing at him. Scott had to understand, he had come apart so completely for him, he had to 
save something for her, she could never know what he found with Scott that he couldn't find with anyone else. 


Scott couldn't stand to look but couldn't stand to look away. Jealousy surged through him like fire in his veins, 
betrayal burning in his stomach. Hadn't he just made it clear who Mark belonged to? Did Mark think he could 
change his own mind about it by being with Vicky? Or did Mark just decide that he may as well start hurting 
Scott now, maybe get him used to it? 


Scott forced himself to look away, stalking over to craft services and demanding some Jack. As he took a swig, 


he forced himself away and to his dressing room, where maybe he wouldn't be so tempted to nail Mark in the 


middle of backstage. 


% 
October 21, 2002, Dayton, OH (post-concert) 


Scott felt a body press up against him, soft and curvy in all the right spots. He turned and smiled at the 
heavily-made-up blonde. "Hey," he murmured, letting his eyes roam over her body. "Enjoy the show?" 


The girl's painted mouth curved into a smile. "Very much. It was *so* sexy." Her hands drifted over his 
shoulders and chest. 


Scott smiled back. "It can't be as sexy as you," he responded, his hands going to her waist, thumbs stroking 
her bare midriff. "I'm fortunate to have such a fan" 


"Oh, your fortune's just begun, baby," she answered, pressing herself against his body. She whispered in his 


ear, "I'm your winning lotto ticket” 


Scott cut his eyes at Mark, making sure he was watching as he let his mouth find the girl's neck. "Then l'm 
looking forward to claiming my prize," he murmured against her skin, letting his hands travel along her back, 


palm drifting down to find her ass. "I can already tell it's a nice one.” 


"I know just where to go," the girl whispered. Scott smiled and let her lead him by the hand into the bowels of 


the arena. 


Mark turned his beer bottle up, emptying it quickly, and glaring at Scott and the piece of ass hanging on him. 
"Fucker," he muttered, throwing the bottle in the garbage and grabbing another one. He threw another glance 
over his shoulder, unable not to, and saw Scott's hands moving over her the same way they moved over him 


as the two walked away together. 


Mark had lost count of beers after his fourth one, but they weren't dulling the gnawing inside him. He had 
been unable to think of anything but what Scott and the girl were doing, Scott's mouth on her body, the way 
he'd kissed her neck, the same way he kissed Mark's because he knew what it did to him. He could see their 
bodies entwined and wondered if she was able to easily find the spots that stimulated Scott the most, the ones 
that made him moan and his teeth clench. Did she give him a mind blowing orgasm that drove him to mark 


her as his? "Fuck," he hissed, closing his eyes and trying to think of something, anything else. 


Scott opened the hotel room door and stepped in, seeing Mark sitting on the sofa, glaring at him. Scott smirked 
and closed the door, heading for the bar and opening a beer. "I thought you had your own room, Mark." 


"What the fuck was all that about tonight? Feeling better, feeling relaxed?" he snapped, standing up. 


Scott raised his eyebrows, strolling over to the sofa "What? Wasn't anything out of the ordinary. But yes, | 


am, thanks for asking." 


"Fuck you, Scott, you know exactly what | mean" Mark stepped closer to him, looking at him closely. "Did you 
even shower her off?" 


"Want to find out?" Scott taunted. He spread his arms wide. "Go ahead, do it, then you can know how it felt for 


me to smell *Vicky* on you." 


Mark pushed his shoulders hard, watching Scott fall back a couple steps. "That's different and you fucking know 


it! l'm about to marry her, she's not some cheap slut | picked up after a show." His eyes moved over Scott 
and he stepped closer to him again, this time pulling him flush to him instead of away. "Was it good?" he 
gritted out. "Did you call her name? Do you even know her name?" 


"Do you think it made a fucking difference to me who it was you were hanging all over two days ago?" Scott 
demanded, pushing him away. "You tell me you're a part of me and then two hours later | see you with 
someone else. How the fuck is that supposed to make me feel, huh? If you don't respect what we have then 


why the hell should 1?" 


"I do respect it! | do, but | have to give her something too. Fuck, Scott!" He turned away and then turned back. 
| was a part of you and you were a part of me and | was fucking terrified she would see it and know! | didn't 
think | could hide anything that right and | was afraid, so | did what | thought was right and just focused on 
her. But you can't understand that and you had to pay me back," he said bitterly. "Well you did, are we even 
now? Or do you want to fuck a few more groupies, maybe have me sit in and tell them what you like best? 
Tell them that you like a little teasing before they suck your dick, lick it and play with your balls first? How 
about that, Scott?" 


Scott glanced away. "No. We're even." 


"Are you sure?" Mark chided. "I just want to try and stay ahead and be prepared if I'm going to have to see 


another show tomorrow night" 


Oh, like the show you gave me the other night?" Scott lashed out. "If you're going to be with Vicky, could you 
at least have the courtesy to keep it behind closed doors instead of hanging all over her like a sex-starved 


maniac right in my face? You don't get to criticize me for that, Mark." 


Mark flushed. "I told you why | did that..and | know it was wrong. | know | shouldn't have done it, but | couldn't 
seem to stop myself. If | looked at you, if | thought about us..she would have seen it. Everyone would have 
seen it" He walked away, dropping to the sofa and leaning his head back. "I'm sorry and no, | won't do that in 
front of you again" 


Scott wasn't thrilled with his response but couldn't scold him again. "Then | won't do it in front of you." 


Mark sat back up, looking at Scott, eyes narrowed and the gnawing feeling returning in force. "But you're still 
going to do it." 


Scott battled between his pride and his desire to be honest. Pride won. "Aren't you?" 


"I can't not," Mark murmured, looking down. "Sometimes..sometimes l've thought about you," he whispered 


miserably, voice barely audible. 


Scott sighed and closed his eyes. "I only thought about you." 


Mark's laugh was mirthless, his head resting in his hands. "How did we get so fucked up when all we really 
want is each other?" 


"Because we apparently aren't willing to be only with each other," Scott murmured. 


| can't call it off, | just can't do that. I've thought about it, but this won't last forever and you know it. You'll 


want someone else one day, you know you will, and by that time, I'll have fucked up her life.” 


Scott smiled humorlessly. "And what's it going to do to her if she finds out about this? | know there's not an 
easy answer, Mark - it's not even as easy as what you're doing, there are consequences to that, too." He 


walked over and sat down next to him. "Do you know that you're going to want someone else one day?" 


"No," he answered honestly. "But | think I'm going to want a family. You have Jag, Scott, | know | want a son of 
my own one day. | want to love my own child the way you love him, | want to know how that feels. She won't 
find out about this. | won't tell her and | know you won't either." Mark looked at him, meeting his eyes. "I don't 
know what's right and what's wrong, | just know | can't stay away from you and | hated seeing you with 

someone else tonight. | hated knowing she was touching you and that you were touching her. She had no right 


to touch what is mine." 


Scott studied Mark's face. "Don't you see?" he whispered. "Don't you see what it does to me to see you with 


Vicky? | know there's not an answer but don't you at least understand?" 


"Yes," he admitted, "I do now. I'll ask her not to come back out, | don't know what reason I'll give her, but I'll ask 


her." He reached over, taking Scott's hand, rubbing his fingers over it. "I'm sorry." 


Scott closed his fingers around Mark's. "I am, too," he said. "That wasn't the best way to go about making my 
point. If it makes you feel any better, | didn't have a lot of fun" He gave a small smile. 


Mark smiled back, squeezing Scott's hand. "A little, | guess." He leaned against Scott, his head resting on his 
shoulder. "All | did was drink and think about what you were doing. | don't think I've ever been so fucking jealous 


in my life." 


Scott smiled a little and kissed Mark's temple. "I guess | should be happy ‘cause that was my intention, but 
really | just want to be with you." 


"We're together now," Mark whispered, snuggling a little closer to Scott and working an arm behind his back to 


curl around his side. 


Scott took Mark's other hand in his. "Tell Vicky you decided to save yourself for your wedding night," he said 
with a grin, licking at the shell of Mark's ear. 


Mark shivered at Scott's touch. "F she's not around, | don't have to tell her anything. Are you sure she didn't 
satisfy you like | do?" Mark asked, still needing a little reassurance and kissing Scott's neck softly, his teeth 


nipping lightly. 


Scott laughed and put his arm around Mark's shoulders, hugging him. "Hell no, not even close, are you kidding?" 
He kissed Mark's temple. "You know me, she doesn't. You love me, she doesn't. And | get to break you in, while 


she's much too broken in. Believe me, there was no comparison" He kissed him again 


"Good," Mark smiled. "That's not the first time you've mentioned breaking me in," he laughed. "I don't know 
whether to be pissed, flattered, or just plain scared. Not sure it matters as long as it goes both ways," he 
said, pinching Scotts inner thigh. 


"What else would you call it?" Scott asked with a grin 


"Don't know, but even if | am a stud, I've never much likened myself to a horse," he teased, "unless we want to 


go with hung like one?" 


"| don't think so, ‘cause I'm not letting anything that big up my ass." Scott chuckled, then swore as a ringtone 
came from the bedroom. "That's where | left my phone. Damn. I'd better get that." He made a face and 
untangled himself from Mark, walking into the next room. Mark heard him answer the phone and Scott 


wandered back into the sitting room, phone to his ear. 


"I left my phone in my room, Jeff, sorry," Scott snapped. "So what's so urgent you're calling me at fuckin’ lam 
anyway?" He plopped down on the sofa next to Mark, and his face went pale as he listened. "What did she say?" 
Scott whispered. He listened intently, lowering his head to his hand. After a moment he said, "I'll call you back 
tomorrow." A beat, then he snapped, "I'll call you later, Jeff" He hung up. 


Mark sat up, frowning, a hand on Scotts shoulder. "What's going on?" he asked, his concern evident. "What did 
who say?" 


"Hillaree talked to the media" Scott ran a hand over his face, a cold sweat breaking out. "I think | might be sick 
Oh fuck." 


"Fucking bitch!" Mark swore, pulling Scott up and to the kitchen, getting him over the sink and standing behind 
him, making sure he didn't fall if his legs gave out. "Fucking crazy bitch, | don't know why the fuck she can't 


just leave you the hell alone." 


Scott threw up the last of his beer and spat in the sink, sweat and tears pouring down his face. "Damn it, 
Mark, | tried *so* hard to keep it secret," he whispered, leaning against the counter, dazed. He closed his eyes. 


"| tried so hard, and | did, | did it for her, Mark. | did it for her." 


Mark turned him around, holding him tightly, pressing Scotts face to his shoulder. "| know you tried, | know 
that, I've been here the whole time." He kissed his hair. "We'll get through this too, we will, Scott, | promise you 
that. She can say whatever she wants, she's the one who just got out of jail and she's the one losing out. 
You've got Jag, she can't get near him and she *will® pay for it in the end" Mark's own stomach wasn't 


feeling the best and it tore at him to see Scott back down to this level, all because of her..again. "I love you 


and I'm here for you, I've got your back," he whispered. 


Scott clung to him and trembled. "Jeff wants a statement," he whispered. "I didn't want this, Mark, | didn't want 
people to know about this, | didn't want to have to go against her in public.. | just wanted her to get better." 


"She's not giving you a choice, though. Fuck her, Scott, give her what she's asking for. It doesn't mean you 
have to tell it all, because you don't and you shouldn't, one day Jagger will be old enough to understand, but if 
she wants to start more shit in public, give it to her. | wish | could say that she'll learn one day, but | just 
don't know." Mark's arms tightened with his anger. 


"| don't know what to do," Scott whispered. "Fuck, could it get any worse? What does she *want*? Could she 
really think she would benefit from going public? | should have never had her arrested, then this wouldn't have 
happened." 


Mark backed away a little, lifting Scotts chin and grabbing a towel, wiping his face off. "You did what you had 
to do and we can't change it now. She still hit you, Scott, whether a cell phone or her fist. She made a shitty 
decision then and she's just compounding it now, instead of realizing how much she's already fucked up. | don't 
know what she wants other than to just strike out and try to hurt you, which she's pretty damn good at," he 
said bitterly. "There are some people you just can't reason with and she's one of them. She only sees things 
her way and justifies them somehow in her head. She's a fucking nut and she needs help. You didn't do anything 
wrong. For what its worth, | think getting Jagger the hell away from her is the best thing you've ever done 


for him" 


Scott blew his nose and then leaned into Mark again. "Flip still has Jagger, right?" Then from the next room 
Scotts phone began to ring again Scott closed his eyes. "Fuck, Jeff, | don't have a statement yet, damn you!" 


Mark dropped a quick kiss on Scotts forehead, before pulling away. "Yeah, Flip has Jagger and I'll take care of 
Jeff," he said, going for the phone. 


Scott followed Mark and collapsed on the sofa as Mark picked up the phone. 


Mark reached over and took Scott's hand, holding it on his thigh and rubbing it gently. "Give it a little time, 
Jeff, he just got slammed with this, he needs to deal with it before he can give you anything. We'll talk about 
it and give you a call in the morning, so don't bother calling again" Mark listened to Jeff go on about how 
important it was for Scott to address it, brows drawing together. "You think | don't fucking know that? You 
think he doesn't know that? Go to bed, Jeff, we'll talk to you later." Mark hung up and turned the phone off. 
"That solves that. Flip will call the room if he needs to." He pulled Scott back into his arms, holding him, 
wondering the same thing Scott was, could it really get any worse? 


Scott closed his eyes and leaned into his embrace, feeling exhausted and still vaguely queasy. "I don't want to 


think about this now," he said. "| don't want to think about this #ever*" 


"I know," Mark said quietly. "Come on, let's just go lay down, see if you can get some rest. We won't hear from 
Jeff until the morning and maybe we'll be able to think better in a little while" He stood and pulled Scott to his 


feet, putting an arm around him and walking him to the bedroom. 


Scott went willingly, detouring into the bathroom to brush his teeth before toeing off his shoes and lying on 
the bed, curling up against Mark as he lay down beside him. He was silent, eyes open and staring at the far 
wall, arm gripping Mark's torso tightly. 


Mark stroked Scotts arm, gaze moving absently from one part of the room to another, wishing there was 
something he could say or do to make it all better. "I love you," he murmured, then sighed, before turning on 
his side and pulling Scott into his chest, one arm supporting his neck, the other over his waist, holding Scott to 
him. 


"| love you," Scott whispered back, burying his face in Mark's neck. "I feel like I've been eviscerated. Guts 
everywhere." He held Mark tighter. "I just never wanted this to happen.. the public shouldn't know about this, 
some things should be private. | can't think of a single thing to tell them.. not that won't make them ask more 


questions." 


Mark kissed his hair and rubbed his back. "You're right, but she didn’t see it that way. We don't have to come 
up with something right now and even after we do, you don't have to answer their questions, you don't owe 
them anything as an explanation. Just address her bullshit and we'll be done with it. They would only surmise 
and speculate on their own anyway, no matter what you said. We only have the right to privacy when it suits 
them, other than that..they don't turn it around and think how they would feel if it was them it was happening 
to." 


"No, they don't." Scott's fingers brushed along Mark's back. "She was just making excuses, too.. that she just 
wanted to see her baby, that she didn't know where he was." He drew in a breath. "Fuck, Mark, I'd love for her 


to see Jagger, if | thought she was stable enough to be around him. | know he'd love to see her." 


‘Its not as if we're that difficult to find, and she knew that you wouldn't leave him behind, not after what she 
did. She's seen him, Scott, she's been around him, even since the divorce, you two have spent more of that 
time together than apart. She knew exactly what she had to lose and she did it anyway. She continues to make 
it clear she wants to do other shit more than be a parent. | know this isn't how you want it, not for her, not 
for Jagger, or for yourself, but she doesn't leave you much choice." He lifted Scott's chin and kissed him 
softly, then put his cheek against Scott's forehead. "You're not in the wrong here." 


"I know." Scott's lips found Mark's throat, kissing him softly. "Thanks for your support." 


"You're welcome. You know I'm here for you, anytime." 


Scott opened his eyes to predawn light. He could feel an almost physical ache coursing through his body, but 


knew there was no physical cause. As the memories of the previous night began to return, he could feel his 


stomach clench, a feeling of dread settling over him, weighing heavily. 


A soft sound came from behind him, and he turned to see Mark lying on his side, breathing quietly in sleep. 
The rest of the night before came back to him, and he gave a bittersweet smile. Anger, fear, and most of all, 
jealousy had prompted his actions and he was grateful they hadn't led to a more negative conclusion Even 


moreso considering how the night had ended - it wasn't something he'd have wanted to go through alone. 


He reached out to take Mark's hand in his, bringing it to his lips and kissing Mark's fingers softly. His other 
hand came up, caressing the skin, taking pleasure in the feel of its softness even as his lips brushed over the 


knuckles. He closed his eyes, taking in his smell and the reassurance of the solidness of Mark's presence. 


Mark frowned slightly, something disturbing his sleep, until he blinked sleepily and awoke enough to realize Scott 
was holding his hand, his lips brushing over it. He turned his hand, cupping Scotts cheek. "Hey," he whispered 
softly. "How are you feeling?” 


Scott opened his eyes and smiled softly. "Hey," he returned. "I'm feeling a little better, | think" He turned his 
head to kiss Mark's palm. "I'm sorry about what | did last night. It was wrong of me and | hurt you and | know 
your situation with Vicky is different and complicated. I'm sorry." 


Mark leaned in and kissed Scott's forehead. "It's okay. It did hurt me, but it taught me something too. Yeah, 
Vicky and | are different, but it showed me just how much it hurts you when | do something stupid like what | 
did, and I'm sorry for that. She's not going to come back out, Scott, I'm going to fix that, | promise. We're going 


to have the next couple weeks just for us." 


Scott leaned up and kissed Mark, brushing his tongue over Mark's lips. "l'm glad," he said when he pulled away. 
"And thanks for staying last night when you could've just told me to go fuck myself.” 


"| wouldn't, couldn't, do that. No matter what happened between us, | couldn't leave you like that," Mark 
assured him, stroking his hair. "You're one of the people closest to me in the world, and its not because of 
what we have now, when we're like this.” He leaned closer, kissing Scott softly. "It's just because | love you for 
being you, for everything we have done and been through together. We've been there for each other and | 


want to be there for you now." 


Scott scooted closer and wrapped an arm around Mark. "I think | owe you way more than | can ever repay," he 
said, only a tinge of humor in his voice. He kissed Mark's throat, pulling at it gently and brushing his tongue 


against the skin. "| love you, too, for all those reasons and more." 
Mark lifted his chin, giving Scott better access, and stroking his arm. "You don't owe me anything, | don't ever 
want you to feel like you do. There's no debt between us, Scott, everything we do, we do because we want to, 


both of us." He drew back a little. "Right?" he asked questioningly. 


Scott smiled and met his mouth, this time not stopping at his lips but allowing his tongue to plunder the depths 


of Mark's mouth. Throwing his leg over Mark's hips, he pressed the beginnings of his arousal against Mark, 
rubbing against him. After a moment he drew back, pulling on Mark's lower lip with his teeth before releasing 


it. "Never doubt that | want this, Mark" 


Mark pulled him closer, hand on his leg, his own arousal growing. He turned Scott onto his back, lying halfway 
across him. His lips went to Scotts ear, pulling lightly with his teeth, then dropping down Scott's neck, kisses 
and sucks pleasuring Scott's senses. He slid his hand under Scott's shirt, caressing his stomach and sliding up 
to his nipples. He shifted so he was laying across Scott fully, moving against him. His lips dropped to Scotts 
collarbone and he sucked greedily, tongue laving the skin, low groans escaping him. 


Scott shivered and pulled Mark's face up to his, kissing him hungrily as his hands lowered to pull at Mark's 
shirt, lifting the hem until they had to break the kiss so it could be discarded. Scott then lowered his head to 
Mark's shoulder, sighing contentedly as he nibbled along its length and up to Mark's neck, his hands running 
along the smooth skin of Mark's back, lowering until he slipped one under the hem of Mark's boxers, cupping 
his ass and pulling it towards him. He opened his legs so that Mark was cradled between them, groaning as 
their arousals pressed together. "Yes, Mark," he whispered. "I want this." 


"So do I," Mark breathed. He pulled away from Scott's mouth regretfully, lifting Scotts arm and kissing down it, 
ending at Scotts palm. He kissed it, taking a moment and sucking each of Scott's fingertips in his mouth before 
raising up and moving to the edge of the bed, eyes still on Scot's. He stripped the rest of his clothes off and 
got back on the bed, on his knees, pulling at Scotts clothes. "I want to feel all of you against all of me." He 
dropped the clothing to the side of the bed and leaned over Scott, sucking at his lips, tongue dipping between, 
and then down his throat. Mark backed off, going down to the end of bed, starting at Scotts ankles, soft kisses 


falling from leg to leq as he moved up them. 


Scott watched him, a soft smile on his face even as he shivered lightly under Mark's soft touches. When Mark 
began to creep up his inner thighs, Scott's head rolled back with a soft moan, and he spread his legs for him, 
shifting a bit impatiently as his arousal grew to its full measure. "That's good," he murmured, reaching down 


to touch Mark's head, humming with pleasure. 


Mark smiled, Scott's obvious pleasure from his touch arousing him even further. He nestled down between 
Scott's legs, his tongue making a quick stroke over Scotts balls. Mark put his hands under Scotts ass, lifting 
him a bit to his mouth. His tongue darted out again, this time finding the tender, sensitive skin just below 
Scotts sac. He heard Scott's moan and began to lap slowly but firmly there. He wondered if he dared go a little 


lower, and decided to try it, ears attuned for Scott's reaction 


Scott's breath caught in his throat as he felt Mark's tongue caressing the sensitive flesh of his ass. "Fuck," he 
gasped, a moan escaping him as his fingers tightened on Mark's head. After a moment he pulled Mark's head 
up, whimpering a little at the loss of contact, but looked down to meet his eyes. "I don't want you to do 


anything you don't want to," he said, softly but firmly. 


Mark smiled, taking one of Scott's hands and sucking a finger into his mouth, his tongue rolling over it. "| won't," 


he assured him. "Knowing you feel good makes me feel good" He bent his head again, tongue moving up and 


down the area from Scott's balls to his ass, his own erection growing harder and more insistent. He waited 
until he could wait no more and moved up, taking Scott's shaft into his mouth, going all the way to the base, 
no time to spend teasing right now. He sucked firmly, licking up and down, a finger pressing gently into Scot's 


Oss. 


Scott arched into the contact, moaning Mark's name and sighing as he took Mark's finger inside. Already he 
was feeling on fire with need, between the stimulation beforehand and Mark's current penetration and the 
suction of his warm mouth. "Oh fuck, Mark," he gasped, "that's good, that's so good, please don't stop.." He 


arched under him, trying not to move much but unable to help himself. 


Mark moaned around him, pressing another finger against him, feeling Scott take it within. He continued sucking 
him, lifting his head when he could take no more. He rained kisses up and down Scott's shaft. "| want to be in 
you so bad, Scott, can |?" he pleaded. 


Scott pulled Mark up to meet him in a passionate kiss, moaning into it as Mark continued to caress him. "Be in 
me," Scott breathed, lifting a leg to hook around Mark's waist. "Be in me, love me.." He found Mark's mouth 
again, his need apparent, hands holding Mark's face close as their tongues tangled together. 


Mark reached between them, finding the copious liquid escaping himself and rubbed it over his shaft, 
positioning himself at Scott's entrance. "Tell me if its not enough lube," he hissed, pressing slowly inside Scott, 
teeth clenched as a grunt escaped him. "Fuck, oh fuck, Scott." he groaned. It felt so different yet so much the 
same with nothing separating them. "I'm gonna fucking come before | get all the way inside," he moaned, 
stopping and giving them both time to adjust. 


Scott was breathing heavily, the air escaping him in gasps and whimpers as he attempted to relax around 
Mark. His hands clutched at Mark's shoulders, holding his body close as his legs clamped around Mark's waist. 
"Oh shit, Mark," he moaned, his lips finding Mark's head, pressing against it as he panted. "Fuck.. more, give me 


more, fill me up." He clamped around him involuntarily before struggling to relax again 


Mark's jaw clenched as he pushed further in, his breath coming out roughly. His lips found Scotts shoulder, 
teeth baring down, moving across it from Scott's neck to his arm. He waited a moment once he was fully in, 
before withdrawing and pushing back in He lifted his head and licked his hand and reaching down to grasp 
Scotts shaft, working it vigorously. His mouth found Scots shoulder again as he began to thrust rhythmically. 
"Fuck..a part of each other.." he panted, feeling his body tighten, preparing to come. "I'm gonna come, Scott..you 


feel too fucking good..come with me..tell me you'll come with me..." 


"Fuck. yes.. yes.” Scotts cries grew in intensity as he clung to Mark's body, digging his fingers into Mark's 
back as he thrust against him. "I'll come, Mark.. I'll come.. oh fuck, yes-" His eyes closed and face tensed as 
the orgasm overcame him, a loud cry escaping his throat as his body shuddered, releasing itself between his 


body and Mark's. 


Mark swallowed Scotts cry, his own joining Scot's as he came, intense pleasure robbing him of his strength. 


His thrusts slowed, Scotts body wringing the last of his orgasm from him. Mark collapsed atop him, panting 


for air, his cheek on Scott's shoulder. "Fuck." His fingers stroked Scotts hair as he raised his other hand, 
letting it rest on the bed. He moved in closer, tiny kisses against Scott's neck. "Fuck," he whispered again, "so 
good, oh, Scott..so good." 


Scott groaned and let his legs fall from Mark's waist, his hands trembling a little as they stroked Mark's 
sweat-slicked back. "Mark," he whispered, lips finding Mark's forehead and resting against it, his breath coming 


hard and heavy. "Fuck, that was amazing." 


He brought a hand up to cup the back of Mark's head, keeping him close, then absently stroking the nape of 
his neck. "You never have to worry about my not wanting you," he breathed, shivering as Mark's kisses on his 


neck continued. 


Mark smiled against his neck. "Sounds like | was better than Blondie after all" He withdrew from Scott, laying on 
his side, but staying close, keeping their contact, reveling in it. He pulled Scott on his side and brought Scott's 
leg over his hip, letting his own thigh move to rest between Scotts. "I know why you like touching so much 
now," he sighed, "and snuggling. This is really nice." 


Scott smiled and nestled closer, resting his face in Mark's neck, breathing in the scents of sweat and sex. "Glad 
| could show you something new," he murmured, grinning against Mark's skin. "I don't think | can live without it. 
Hugs heal the soul. When | get really grouchy on tour its probably because it's been too long since I've held 
Jagger." His fingers caressed Mark's skin rhythmically. 


"We don't have to worry about that for a while, then," Mark smiled. "I really like having him with us, too." 

Mark held him for a few minutes more before reluctantly drawing back, but kissing him lingeringly. "We're a 
mess, and we need to get this cleaned up before Flip brings him back. | at least need to go change some part 
of my clothes, | don't usually wear the exact same thing two days in a row.’ He stared at Scott, then kissed 


him again. "Thank you for sharing so much of yourself with me." 


Scott smiled softly. "It's nothing more than you've shared with me." He kissed Mark one last time before pulling 
away and sitting up with a groan. "Lets shower, and then see if | can get that damn statement written before 


Flip brings Jagger." 


* 
November 25, 2002, Tampa, FL (pre-concert) 


Mark smiled to himself as he walked around backstage. Tampa had been good to them and it was going to be 
good to them again. It hadn't been too difficult to make the special arrangements for the night, everyone had 
gone along with him. The hardest part had been getting Scott to not worry about Jag not being at the show, 
but Scotts parents had helped a lot with that, and Vicky, he could always count on Vicky to understand 
anything he said. He walked to Scott just before they went on stage, whispering in his ear. "Don't leave before | 
do tonight.” 


Scott looked at him quickly, a question in his eyes. But there was no time to question, just to see the small 
smile on Mark's face and return it. Then it was time to step onto the stage, feel the embrace of the crowd's 


roar and hope that it could take him away for a little while. 


Scott rubbed at his throat as he walked off the stage, grimacing as even his inhale and exhale exacerbated the 
soreness. He wanted nothing more than to get in his bus and sit over the humidifier, letting the steam soothe 


his throat, but he remembered Mark's words to him and instead waited for Mark to exit the stage. 


Mark threw the last of his pics out and waved to the audience, smiling and going off stage, seeing Scott 
standing there. "Everything okay?" he asked, concerned at the look on Scotts face. 


"Just waiting for you," Scott replied, lowering his voice mid-sentence to reduce the stress on this throat. "My 
Sacrifice kinda tore me up," he explained with a grimace. 


Mark sighed, wondering if his plan had been a bad idea now. "C'mon," he said, gripping Scott's shoulder for a 
quick moment, "I'll walk you to your dressing room." He closed the door behind them when he got there, 


watching Scott fall onto the sofa. "| had an idea, but if you'd rather not, it's okay." 
Scott looked at him with raised eyebrows. "What?" He patted the seat next to him. 


Mark checked to make sure the door was locked and went to sit, brushing Scott's damp hair away from his 
face. "Your parents are keeping Jag tonight, | had asked them to, and | had set it up for us to stay at the 
hotel tonight. | thought it might give you a little break and we could spend some time together, but if you're 
feeling that lousy, we can forget it.” 


Scott turned wide, grateful eyes on him and reached up to catch Mark's hand with his own "Really?" he 
whispered. He squeezed Mark's hand tightly. "We can stay here tonight?" 


Mark smiled gently, squeezing Scotts hand back. "Yeah, if you're up to it, we can. Everything is already taken 


care of, I've got the room, all we have to do is go up there. | checked in earlier this afternoon" 


Scott closed his eyes and leaned into Mark "Yes, please, Mark," he said, still holding his hand tightly. "| want to 
just get away from it all for a little while, just be with you." 


"Okay," Mark agreed, kissing his still damp forehead. "Let's shower and let me sign things for a few people. Stop 
by my dressing room and I'll give you a key if you want to go ahead over there." He tilted Scotts chin up, 


kissing him softly. "It wil be a relaxing night, | promise." 


Scott smiled. "Okay." 


Mark slipped his card into the slot, opening the door when the green light flashed. It was almost two hours 
since the show had ended; he hadn't been able to slip away as quickly as he thought. He wondered if Scott 
would have fallen asleep waiting for him, and stopped at the fridge to grab a beer before going into the 
nearest bedroom. The light was on and he heard the water running in the bathroom. He pushed the door open 
and waved his hand, trying to clear the steam. He kicked off his shoes and walked on in, seeing Scott in the 
shower. He knocked on the shower door to get his attention. "Hey, is it helping at all?" 


"Hey." Scott's voice was a bit stronger and the water shut off. "Yeah, helped a bit" The door opened and Scott 
grabbed a towel, quickly drying himself off before leaning up to give Mark a kiss. He smiled. "I feel less 
stressed already, it's nice here, thank you." 


Mark smiled and cupped Scot's chin, kissing him lightly. "I'm glad. l'm gonna go change," he said, nodding toward 
the bedroom and taking another draw off the bottle as he left the bathroom. He stopped at the door and 


turned around. "Want me to close this and let you sit in here a little longer?" 


"No, I'm dying, I've been in there for ages. I'd rather watch you change," Scott said with a grin, securing the 
towel around his waist and following Mark out, lying down on the bed and shifting so he could get a good view 
of Mark. 


Mark smiled at him, pulling his shirt slowly over his head and stretching. He reached for the button of his 
jeans and looked at Scott, a low laugh escaping before he unbuttoned and unzipped, giving them a push and 
kicking them off, leaving only his boxers on “Sorry, thats as sexy as | get," he grinned. He turned away from 
Scott and bent down, picking up his duffel bag and tossing it on the bed. He dug through it, pulling out a bottle 
and laid it on the bed. "I managed to get hold of some of that tasty body oil massage stuff after you 


mentioned it." 


"Ooh, so who's it for?" Scott asked with a grin, picking up the bottle and looking back at Mark. "And the view's 
plenty sexy." 


Mark threw the bag on the floor and sat down beside Scott, taking the bottle and fingering the knot of the 
towel. "We can take turns, but | had planned to give you a rub down first" He leaned over Scott, a hand 


cupping Scotts neck and brushed his lips over Scotts, his tongue running over them and dipping in for a small 


taste. He smiled when he lifted his head. "You up for it?" 


Scott returned his smile and freed his towel, tossing it off the side of the bed. "Most definitely. I'm not an 
invalid, Mark, it's my voice that's not okay, the rest of me is fine." He tugged Mark towards him. 


Mark moved toward him. "Yeah, but you haven't been feeling your best for a while and | don't forget that and 
| don't want to do anything to make things worse." He kissed Scott's neck, sucking a little, then raising his head. 
"Turn over and I'll get started" He grinned, pleased with himself. "We also don't have to worry about changing 


the sheets, two rooms, two beds." 


Scott kissed him, biting lightly at his lips. "So you *are* turning into the brains of this joint, aren't you?" he 
chuckled. "And we'll want both beds to be used anyway." He kissed Mark one more time before rolling over onto 


his stomach. 


Mark drizzled a line of oil down Scott's back, sitting on the back of his thighs and licking it all up. "I think it's 


supposed to turn warm when it's licked, is it?" 
‘Mmmhmm, it does," Scott mumbled with a smile. "I feel it already.” 


"Good." Mark poured more on him and started rubbing it into his back, kneading the muscles, beginning with his 
shoulders. He moved down Scott's back, hands going in circles, relieving all the tenseness he encountered. "Don't 


fall asleep on me," Mark warned teasingly, "or else who knows what | may have to do to wake you up." 


Scott moaned softly, trying to relax into his hands. "I'm sure | won't mind whatever it is," he returned, lips 
quirking up. "Damn, that feels good, Mark," he breathed, shifting underneath him to get more comfortable. 
“There, there, that's a good spot" He sighed at Mark's hands found his lower back. 


Mark kept working on that area, scooting a little further down Scotts legs. He leaned over him, dropping kisses 
and licks in the same vicinity as his hands. "It does taste pretty good, but then so do you," he murmured 
against Scott's skin. He poured more oil in his hands, tossing the bottle past himself, at the bottom of the bed, 
and rubbed them together. He moved down to the end of the bed and worked on Scotts feet, knowing that had 
to feel good after he had stood on them for a while tonight. He went up one leg next, then moved to the 
other, stopping where Scott's thighs met his rear. "How's that?" he asked, nipping his ass. 


"I think.. you are.. the best lover ever," Scott sighed, eyes closed, looking completely relaxed. "What on earth did 


| do to deserve you?" 


Mark smiled, flattered by the words. "I don't know, but you can tell me when you figure it out," he grinned. He 
got off the bed and pushed his boxers down, laying back down beside Scott and pulling Scott's back against his 
chest. He pushed Scott's hair aside and kissed and sucked on the back of his neck. "You taste good here too," 


he whispered. "Fuck, | don't know why | like sucking your skin so much, but it really turns me on" 


"Really turns me on, too," Scott replied, taking Mark's hand in his and bringing it down so that Mark could feel 
his semi-arousal. He found Mark's other hand and brought it to his lips, kissing and nibbling on Mark's palm and 
wrist. "You taste good, too." 


Mark sucked his way from Scotts neck to the end of his shoulder, hand softly stroking his arousal. "Sounds 
like | got the right stuff then. Got anything in particular you want tonight?" He pushed away from Scott, 
turning Scott onto his back, but staying on his side. He began to stroke him again, pulling Scott's wrist to his 
mouth. He continued to look into Scotts eyes while he sucked it, his teeth pulling on the skin his tongue laved. 


‘lm going to mark you as mine," he whispered lowly. 


Scott shivered, his lips parting as he watched Mark's attentiveness to his wrist, his arousal growing steadily 


under Mark's hand. "I'm already yours," he whispered, eyes heavy and soft. "Have me, take me, want me, love 


me.. do whatever you want, I'm yours." His voice ended in a thin whisper as he released a shaky breath. 


Mark moved over him, kissing him almost desperately, his own cock nearly fully aroused. He lifted his head, 
kissing Scott's chin and moving down his body to his chest, stopping at his nipples. "I'll wear a rubber if you 
want, | don't know if it was too much last time or not," he breathed before his lips dipped lower, going further 
along Scott's body. He stopped again and kissed and sucked his way across Scotts stomach, feeling Scott's 
hands on his head. Mark next worked down the lines on either side of Scot's pelvis, but still bypassing his 
shaft. He licked over Scotts balls and then down, his own erection hardening further when Scott jumped as his 


tongue found his sensitive ass. 


Scott whimpered and shivered, hands clutching at Mark's head even as he spread his legs to allow Mark better 
access. He gave small cries as Mark's tongue sought out his most sensitive areas, shifting underneath him 
whenever Mark's caresses became too much. Scotts shaft quickly became turgid, pre-cum seeping out the tip. 


"Mark, suck me," he breathed, "Please, Mark." 


Mark lifted his head, smiling in satisfaction at Scott's obvious pleasure from his touch. He moved up, first 
licking the head, tasting Scott. He pursed his lips around it, sucking firmly on it, then engulfed the entire shaft 
in his mouth. His tongue rolled over it as his mouth moved up and down. He cupped Scott's balls, rolling them in 
his palm. When he lifted his head next, he moved up over Scott, kissing him, hand still stroking his shaft. "Turn 


over," he whispered, "I want to take you that way." 


Scott returned the kiss fervently, moving against Mark's hand, reluctant to withdraw. But when Mark released 
his shaft, Scott broke the kiss, and then turned onto his stomach, resting on his knees so as to give his 
erection the space it needed. His hand sought Mark's, clasping it tightly, turning his head to meet Mark's eyes, 
feeling more vulnerable and exposed and uncertain than he had in a long time. 


Mark saw the feelings playing out over Scott's face and leaned forward, kissing him again, and then smiling 


gently. "I love you, and it will be okay, but you don't have to if you're not comfortable with it" 


Scott felt the emotions subside as Mark's chest connected with his back, something solid to rest against. He 
released a deep breath and squeezed Mark's hand before loosening his grasp. "I'll be fine," he said, turning his 


head so that Mark could see his smile of reassurance. "Just tell me what you want me to do." 


"Enjoy it," Mark smiled, "I just want you to enjoy it. Trust me, Scott, | won't hurt you." He got behind him, 
parting the cheeks and licking from his ass to his balls again, while reaching underneath to stroke Scotts shaft. 
He reached for the oil with his other hand, opening it and getting his fingers nice and slick He turned to lie 
underneath Scott, pulling Scotts hips to his mouth and sucking him again as he carefully inserted a finger. He 
relaxed his throat, encouraging Scott to move in and out of his mouth, waiting until Scott seemed ready for 


another finger. As long as he took it slow, Scott should be able to stay relaxed. 


Scott breathed deeply, the pleasure of Mark's mouth and hands sweeping over him, taking his mind away from 
his feeling of exposure. He gasped softly as he could feel the oil take effect inside of him, the sensation of 


warmth enhancing the pleasure and dulling the discomfort as Mark's second finger slid into him. He pushed 
against them, then into Mark's mouth, thrusting against the alternate sensations, feeling the pleasure build. He 
began to breathe Mark's name, sighing and trembling around him. 


Mark reluctantly pushed Scotts hips away, kissing his stomach, muttering against it. "It'll feel better if you 
come with me inside you." He slid out and put lube on himself, then pressed against Scott's entrance, moving 
inside slowly, his hands spreading Scott's cheeks. He watched himself disappear within Scott and gritted his 
teeth. "Fuck, | wish you could see how this looks." He held onto Scotts ass, groaning as he moved. "Stroke 
yourself for me, Scott, | don't want to let go of you...” 


Scott's fists clenched the sheets as he remained still for a moment, small sounds and heaving breaths escaping 
him as he adjusted to Mark, head bowed low to the bed. Then he pushed up a little, raising a hand and closing 
it around himself, whimpering at the contact as he began to stroke. "Mark," he groaned. "Mark, move in me, 


please, let me feel you.. please, oh fuck." 


Mark began to thrust in and out of Scott, low toned obscenities flowing out his mouth, eyes locked on the 
vision below him. "Fuck, Scott..fuck, you feel good..you just don't know..! love you," he breathed, balls tightening. 
‘lm going to come inside you..you have to come with me..fuck," he groaned, moving faster, his pelvis slapping 


against Scott's ass with the force of his thrusts. 


"Shit... oh fuck, Mark," Scott panted, pushing back against Mark with every stroke, his own hand moving faster 
over his shaft, pulling and tugging at it as he felt the tension build inside of him. "Fuck me, Mark, fuck me, oh 
shit." His calls got louder until the orgasm swept over him, and his body jerked against Mark's, spilling his seed 
onto the sheets below them. 


Mark held Scotts hips firmly, his head going back and his jaw clenching as Scott's tightness clenched around 
him. He slammed into him, Scott's name a steady stream from his lips. He growled when he came, releasing 
himself inside Scott. When he felt emptied, he leaned over Scott's back, kissing it before resting his cheek on it, 
panting for air. He wrapped his arms around Scott's chest, holding onto him. "I love you, Scott” 


Scotts hand came up to lay over Mark's, his breath coming hard and fast. "I love you, Mark," he whispered 
back, his fingers tightening over Mark's, holding on as Scott gently rolled them onto their sides, hissing a little 
as Mark slid out of him. Then he wrapped both arms over Mark's, holding him close, keeping Mark's chest 
flush against his back. "I love you so much, thank you..” 


"You're welcome, but thank you, too. You're the one so willing to share all of yourself” Mark kissed Scott's 


shoulder. "We've got all night and | want you to spend all of it feeling good” 


"Thank you for doing this," Scott breathed, beginning to calm. "Thanks for realizing how much | needed this. This 


time, this love.. now | just need you to hold me." 


Mark kissed his shoulder again "I'll hold you as long as you want me to." 


Chapter 8 


November 29, 2002, Spokane, WA (pre-concert) 

Mark looked away from the ping pong game when he heard Scott stomping around and grumbling. His brows 
furrowed as he stared at Scott, hearing Flip from the other end of the table, saying something. "Huh?" 

"l asked what's up his ass tonight, do you know?" 

"No," Mark answered, shaking his head. "He hasn't mentioned anything today, so | have no idea” 

"Think you can find out and get him to snap out of it? He's getting on everyone's nerves acting like an ass." 


Mark glared at Flip and picked up the ball, bristling at Flips words about Scott even though he was irritating 
Mark himself. "I'd like to finish the game first." 


"Fine," Flip sighed, returning Mark's volley, but throwing his paddle down less than a minute later when they 
heard Scott snap at someone. "Mark, would you fucking do something?" 


Mark threw his down as well, walking toward Scott. Mark was still glaring when he reached him. "Hey, let's go 


to the dressing room, | want to talk to you for a minute.” 


"Why, just so you can bitch at me, too? Fuck off, Mark, | don't want to hear it" Scott turned and headed into 


the next room. 


Mark followed him, grabbing his shoulder and hissing. "Fuck off my ass! We can do this in public or private, 


your choice." 


Scott jerked away from him. "Don't touch me," he snarled. "You're not my keeper, Mark, don't tell me what to 


do." 


Mark pushed open the dressing room door, gripping Scotts arm and dragging him into it, closing it behind him. 
"ll fucking touch you any time | want to! What the hell is wrong with you tonight? You're going around taking 


everyone's head off for no reason. Why?" he demanded. 


"Because | want to!" Scott exploded, pushing Mark off of him. "Because I'm tired of people asking me about shit 
I'm not allowed to talk about, and I'm tired of people staring at me because l'm fat, and I'm fucking sick of 
everybody waiting to see what I'm going to screw up next! Excuse the hell out of me for not being warm and 


fuzzy!" 


"That's no excuse for you to take it out on everyone else around us though!" Mark yelled back. "| do every 


fucking thing | know to help you so don't yell at me and tell me to fuck off like I'm an asshole!” He turned 
around, reaching for the door. "You know what, fuck you, Scott” 


"Like you understand, FUCK YOU TOO!" Scott yelled at the closing door, then picked up an empty beer bottle and 
hurled it as the door shut, making a satisfying crash as it hit. 


Mark heard the glass shatter and stopped, taking a deep breath and glaring at anyone who dared look at him. 
"Just fucking ignore him!" he yelled to those who could hear, going to his own dressing room and slamming the 


door. "Fucker," he muttered as it closed. 


Mark stopped at Scotts door on his way to his room. He debated whether or not to knock and decided to go 
ahead, he was still pissed enough. He rapped on the door sharply. "Scott, open the fucking door!" 


Scott shot an evil glare at the door and turned up the volume on the TV. 
Mark waited a few moments and knocked again. "Get your ass up and open the door!" 
"Fuck off!" Scott yelled, picking up a beer and taking a long draw. 


Mark kicked the door, temper rising higher. "| said open the fucking door, asshole, or else I'll go downstairs and 


get a key!" 
"Get one, then!" Scott settled himself more securely in the sofa. 


"Son of a bitch!" Mark yelled, going back to the elevator and going downstairs. He straightened up when he got 
off, smiling at the girl behind the counter and getting a key to Scott's room, then went back upstairs. He 
shoved the door open, hearing it slam backwards, and let it close behind him. "Fine, asshole," he snarled when he 
saw Scott. "What the *fuck* is your problem? You've been nothing but an asshole all day and no one was 
looking at you thinking you're fat so don't give me that shit!" 


Scott jumped up from the sofa, throwing down the remote. "Fine, you don't like my answer, why don't you 
make one up for me? Leave me alone, Mark, go home and fuck *Vicky* if it'll make you feel better." He picked 
up a throw pillow and chucked it at Mark, heading for the bedroom. 


Mark caught the pillow and followed after him, throwing it as hard as he could and smirking with satisfaction 
when it caught Scott in the back of the head. "Yeah, I'm sure me fucking Vicky will make things that much 
better around here. Want me to call her out here, Scott? Think it will improve your mood to see her with me 
day in and day out? | don't know what the hell kind of answer to make up for you unless it's the same thing | 
say now when people ask. Oh, he's just still feeling under the weather and needs his rest. That's what | tell 
people now, not that he just doesn't want to fucking see or talk to any of you, he'd rather go hang out in his 
room instead of trying to make nice for the fans that buy tickets to our shows and keep us going.” 


Scott wheeled. "You know what? Tell them that. TELL THEM THAT! Nothing's EVER fucking good enough! | do 
interviews, | do shows, l'm on fucking drugs so that | can still sing for them, I'm hurt, sick, and miserable and 
if they want more, then FUCK THEM!" He stood, trembling. 

"Is never good enough and they always want more and they think they want me but they don't want me, 
they just want who they *think® is me, if they see the real me then they might be even *more* unhappy, 
ever think about that? They want the rock god and the rock god doesn't exist when | step off the stage, don't 
you know that? I've already given it all, there's nothing left to give, there's no more of myself to sell to them! 
| want to tell them the truth but Jeff won't let me and | don't want to lose them but | can't seem to stop 
losing them no matter what | do! Fuck!" He turned away, breathing heavily, his hand going up to grab his hair. 


Mark stared at him silently, fighting back the pity. "Do you know what? | think they know damn good and well 
by now that the rock god doesn't exist off stage and that the real man has a lot of shit in his life, but they 
keep coming. They keep standing down there in front of you, watching you and singing every fucking word you 
wrote back to you and | think that means something whether you do or not. Yeah, there's some that aren't 
going to cut you any slack, but | think there are even more that would. They don't see you the way | get to 
see you, vulnerable, loving, affectionate, and attentive. They've been seeing moody, angry, cursing and kicking. 
Even the people around us that know you're not always a jerk are starting to forget that you can be a good 
guy. l'm not going to tell them shit other than what | do now, but you need to fucking help me out a litle, 
Scott. If you don't want to sign autographs and have pictures made, fine, don't, but try To keep the rest under 
wraps for the couple hours or so we're out there. At least give them a hint that the man | know and love is 


still in there.” 


Scott's breath hitched, his fist tightening in his hair as his arm wrapped around himself. A moment passed, 
broken only by his unsteady breathing. "I'm sorry," he whispered, barely audible. 


Mark walked over and took his hand, uncurling his fingers from his hair. "Stop doing that, | don't like it," he 
frowned. "There's no need to hurt yourself even more." He waited a moment, then ran his own fingers through 
Scotts hair, straightening it out. "And I'm sorry | called you so many names." He turned away from Scott, still 
frowning, and went to get a beer, carrying it to the sofa and sitting down. "I just don't know what else | can do 
to help you. I've tried to do everything | know how and you still get into moods | don't understand and | can't 
help getting aggravated sometimes myself." 


Scott stood still with his back to Mark, arms still around himself, fighting to maintain his composure. "| don't 
know, either," he choked out. "I don't know and | don't understand either, I'm sorry." He reached up to quickly 


wipe off a tear. "It's frustrating to me, too. lim sorry I'm taking it out on you and everyone else." 


Mark heard the emotion in his voice and got up to go stand behind him, his hands on Scotts shoulders, his 
forehead resting against Scott's hair. "I know you are, but not everyone else does. When you're feeling this 
way, can't you just come to me and talk to me about it? | may not be able to help, but maybe | can help you 
work through it. | wish | could make things better, take you away for a while, give you the time you need, but 
| can't, or at least not right now. Scott," he pleaded, "hang in there just a little while longer, please, for me? It 


will be over soon, all of it, everything, it will be over, and just come to me next time. Don't go around everyone 


else, just get me and let me try to help you through it" 


Scott reached up and took Mark's hands in his, drawing them around him and raising a palm to his mouth, 
dropping a kiss there as another tear spilled from his eye. "I'll try," he whispered, holding Mark close to him. 


‘Its so strange.. sometimes | don't even realize I'm out of control until I'm there.. but I'll try, | promise." 


Mark hugged him, kissing the back of his head. "Alright," he said softly, “all | can ask is that you try. I'm also 
sorry | hit you with the pillow." He closed his eyes and put his cheek against Scott's, sighing. "It's been a hell of 
a night and | hate fighting with you." 


"l'm sorry | yelled at you and threw things at you," Scott whispered, turning in Mark's arms and returning his 
hug. "None of this is your fault and | shouldn't have attacked you for trying to talk to me. | just feel like 
everybody's out to get me lately.. | don't like it, but | don't know what to do about it. And during interviews.. it 
feels like every question is a criticism, and | want to go off on them, but | can't, and it all builds up and doesn't 


have any place to go.. and everybody's looking at me all the time, and | hate% it..." 


Mark frowned, all of Scott's comments sounded like paranoia to him, but if he said that, it would only make 
things worse, so he tried to work around it. He put his hands on Scott's cheeks, looking into his eyes. "Scott... 
they're not all out to get you and the interviews aren't that bad, I'm normally right there with you. Whether | 
get to talk or not," he said with a wry grin. He leaned forward and kissed his forehead, pulling him tight again 
"We're going to make it," he promised himself. He tilted Scott's chin up then, kissing him softly. "Trust me, 
Scott, just trust me." 


Scott kissed him back before nestling his face in Mark's neck "Are you sure?" he whispered. "Are you sure 
you can deal with me like this? | can try but | won't always succeed and I'm afraid you're going to give up on 


me and hate me. | dont even know why you didn't tonight." 


"| won't say | wasn't pissed as hell with you tonight, because | was, and | know there are going to be more 
times like this. I'm not looking forward to them, but its going to happen. Just work with me, Scott, don't shut 
me out and make me feel like you don't want or need me around..that could be hard to overcome. We're both 
going to have some give and take here, | think it's just how we handle it and if we can resist trying to hurt 
each other." He kissed Scott's cheek, small feathery kisses down to his jaw. "Want me to hold you for a while?" 


"Yes," Scott said softly, and then followed Mark's urging into the bedroom, lying down on the bed and waiting 
for Mark to join him. 


Mark took off his shirt, leaving his jeans on, and laid down on his back beside Scott, pulling Scott close. He put 
his arm under Scotts neck, fingers running through Scotts hair, his other hand taking one of Scotts and 
holding it on his bare chest. 


Scott pressed his face into Mark's shoulder, inhaling deeply and twining his fingers through Mark's. He brought 
his leg across Mark's hips, nestling in closely. "Why are you good to me when I'm an asshole?" Scott asked, 
eyes closed, listening to Mark's heartbeat underneath him. 


Mark shrugged. "Because | know there are times l'm an asshole, too. Even more, there are times like this that 
you're as far from an asshole as possible, and these times mean a lot to me." Mark turned his head, lips 
brushing over Scotts hair. "And there's that little love thing.. like the way you make me feel when you tell me 


you love me." 


Scott smiled against him. "I do love you.. even when I'm shitty at showing it" His lips caressed Mark's bare skin 
"But | guess you don't want me to show it all the time, do you?" He nipped gently. 


Mark sighed at Scott's touch, a shiver running through him. "No, you can't show it all the time and neither can 
|, but we can when we're alone like this." His hand let go of Scott's, moving down to run lightly up and down 
Scott's thigh that rested on him. "I love how soft your hair is and how good it smells," he whispered, catching 
it in his teeth, then letting it run over his lips. 


Scotts breath caught a little at Mark's words and he turned to kiss Mark's chest again. "I love your skin, it's 
so smooth and soft, but firm at the same time." His tongue trailed along it. 


Mark pressed his hand to the back of Scott's head, holding Scott's mouth against his skin. "That feels good," he 
said softly, then pulled Scott's head up. "But you wanted to be held, so that's what | aim to do. | don't want to 
be just another taker, Scott. | don't want you to feel like you have to dig up something for me when there's 
nothing left." 


Scotts eyes searched Mark's even as he felt his throat grow tight. He curled up into Mark's shoulder, 
whispering "That's what makes me have more for you. You don't ask for it, and that makes me want to give 


it" He took a deep breath and dropped a kiss on Mark's neck. "I really do love you, Mark. | love you so much..” 


Mark rubbed his lips over Scotts forehead, holding Scotts head tightly to him. "I know you do, and | love you, 
too." He shifted on his side, pulling Scott against him, his hand moving up and down Scott's back He pressed his 
lips to Scott's forehead again, closing his eyes. "| do love you." Mark wondered how they both were going to get 
through the upcoming days. The wedding was drawing closer and closer and after that, who knew what life 


would be like. "I do," he whispered again. 


* 
December 2, 2002, Sacramento, CA (post-concert) 


Mark knocked on Scotts room door, calling out softly. "Scott, you still up and nearby?" He smiled, he had noted 
how Scott's mood had improved throughout the show, that he was almost upbeat by the end of it, and he 


wanted to check and make sure he was still okay. 


Scott walked to the door, smiling at Mark as he opened it. "Hey," he said, letting him in. "I'm up, still riding the 
high a little bit. Want a beer?" He headed for the mini-bar. 


Mark grinned. "Sure." He followed Scott over to the bar and leaned against the wall, close to Scott. "I'm glad to 
see you're still feeling good" He took the bottle from Scot, his fingers brushing over Scott's. "It was a good 
show. | think they liked Faceless Man pretty well, how about you?" he laughed. 


Scott smiled and leaned against Mark. "I've gotta say | liked it pretty well, myself. That was a great crowd, 


there was just a really cool atmosphere.. it was wonderful." 


Mark took a draw off the bottle and hugged him. "Yes, it was. | thought yesterday went pretty well, too, just 
didn't get a chance to talk to you about it last night." He led Scott to the sofa, pulling him down with him. He 
smiled and ran his finger over Scotts cheek. "I like seeing you smile, they've been too far and few between 


lately." 


Scott snuggled into him and smiled a little shyly. "l'm feeling better today.. not sure what's different, | just am" 
He shrugged a little. "It's a nice change, though. Yesterday was good, too.. not as much pressure as | thought 
there would be. Too many people around for us, though." He squeezed Mark's hand. 


"Yeah," Mark agreed, "there were." He lifted Scott's chin, kissing him slowly, thoroughly, his tongue gliding over 
Scott's lips and between them, his fingers tucking Scott's hair behind his ears. "Tonight on the other hand.." He 
lifted his head moments later, seeing Scotts eyes half open, lips plumped from the kiss. He leaned in again, this 
time sucking his earlobe, his tongue tracing over it. His mouth drifted to Scotts neck and he nudged Scott's 
hair aside, taking a patch of skin between his lips at the hairline, sucking hard. 


Scott sighed, his hands going up to Mark's head, running over his hair and down his neck, his thumb caressing 
Mark's jaw. He turned his head and brushed his lips over Mark's temple, gently pushing Mark's head back as he 
kissed his way down to Mark's lips. He kissed him softly, pulling Mark's upper lip into his mouth and slowly 
releasing it. He brought his other hand up to frame Mark's face, holding him carefully, as if he were a 
precious thing. "| love you," he breathed against Mark's mouth, before joining their mouths again. 


Mark deepened the kiss again, pulling Scott over him, letting Scott's legs straddle his lap. Mark leaned back and 
lifted Scotts shirt, tossing it to the side of him. He looked up at Scott's face. "I love you, too." Mark leaned 
forward and rubbed his head over Scott's nipple before gently sucking it into his mouth. His hands came up 
behind to cup Scott's ass, caressing it through Scotts pants. He moved his head a little lower, sucking on the 
skin over Scott's ribs, the insatiable need haunting him again. It was one thing he didn't understand, but didn't 
care..he had to taste Scott, all the better to leave proof he had. 


Scott shivered under Mark's hands, and ground against Mark's lap, feeling his arousal spring to life quickly as 
Mark's tongue brushed against his skin. His own hands ran along Mark's shoulders and back, reaching down to 
find the hem of Mark's shirt and pulling it up and over him. Then his hands were against Mark's bare skin, 


caressing and searching for Mark's hot spots even while sighing his name. 


Mark's lips moved to the center of Scott's chest and he began to unfasten Scotts pants. He pushed them as 
far down on Scott's thighs as he could, licking his hand and closing it around Scotts shaft. He let out a low 
laugh, leaning back and looking up at Scott. "I'm just a horny bastard, aren't |?" 


Scott moaned and pushed into his hand, smiling and pressing a kiss to Mark's temple. "I'm not complaining," he 
breathed, then drew back a little. "Lets see about getting these pants off" He stood and quickly rid himself of 
his pants and boxers, then climbed back on Mark's lap and kissed him thoroughly. "Much better," he breathed, 


pushing himself against Mark's growing arousal. 


"Mmm," Mark moaned. "You taste good, as always." He stroked the head of Scott's shaft with his fingertips. 
"You feel good, too." His other hand crept back around, gliding up and down the crack of Scotts ass. He lifted 
Scott up, lying him down on the coffee table and bent down over him, wrapping Scot's legs around his waist. 
He nipped at Scotts lips, grinning with his hands cupping Scott's ass. "What do you want tonight? I've been 
picking the last couple times, | think its your turn" He pulled at his lips with his teeth again, nibbling and 


releasing. 


Scott chuckled and squeezed him with his legs. "Don't you want to get more comfortable?" he murmured. "l 


sure do." 


"Probably a good idea," Mark agreed, standing up and bending backwards a little, stretching his back. He took 
Scotts hand in his, walking to the bedroom with him and pushing his jeans and boxers off before lying in the 
center of the bed, on his back with his arms up, and his hands folded behind his head. He winked at Scott, his 


arousal obvious. "Want to come kiss me?" 


Scott grinned. "Sure." He climbed on the bed and crouched over Mark, but instead of finding his mouth, Scott 
bent down and kissed the tip of his cock, then the underside of his shaft, then his balls. "Will this work?" he 


asked with a smile, rolling Mark's balls over his tongue. 


"Oh shit," Mark breathed, his hands weaving in Scotts hair, "yeah, that'll do." He pushed up a little, not sure 
when the last time he'd felt Scotts mouth on him there. He groaned softly, "Fuck.that feels good” 


Scott continued to tease him, drawing his tongue up Mark's shaft as his hands caressed the undersides of 
Mark's thighs, brushing up against his ass. He dropped open-mouthed kisses along its length, not taking Mark 
fully within his mouth but sucking and licking all along it. He pushed Mark's leg up and rested his hand where 
his thigh and ass met, bringing his thumb over to rub just underneath his balls. 


Mark spread his legs wider, opening himself to Scott, reveling in the pleasure of Scott's touch. His fingers 
knotted tighter in Scotts hair. "Damn, Scott, please..don't tease me too much longer..." 


Scotts mouth left him long enough for Scott to lick his thumb, then gently pressed the moist digit against 
Mark's hole, rubbing. He brought his mouth up to take Mark in it, dropping down and then sucking as he rose 
up its length. 


Mark groaned, hooking a leg over Scotts shoulder, forcing his fingers to loosen in Scott's hair, instead letting 
them gently massage Scott's scalp. "Fuck," he breathed, "that feels so fucking good..more, don't stop.. 


Scott smiled and continued to rise and fall on Mark's shaft, pressing his thumb into Mark, moving it in and out 
in small motions. He brought his other hand up to cup Mark's balls, just holding them gently as he worked. 
Then he drew off of Mark and ran his lips down the side of his cock. "What do you want?" he murmured 
against Mark's skin. 


Mark opened his eyes, panting lightly, eyes soft and dark as he looked at Scott. "Your choice," he whispered, 


"I've been picking. What do you want? How do you want me?" 


Scott grinned, and gave Mark's balls a lick before raising up, withdrawing his finger from Mark. He crouched 


over Mark and whispered in his ear, "| want you to close your eyes.” 


Mark pulled Scott's face to his, licking Scott's lips and letting his tongue search Scotts mouth. "You taste good," 
he smiled and whispered, then closed his eyes. 


Scott kissed him again, then got off the bed, digging in his duffle bag until he found a scarf. He got back on the 
bed and tied the scarf loosely over Mark's eyes, bending down to nip at Mark's earlobe. "Is that okay?" he 


whispered. 


Mark opened his eyes under the cloth, his heart racing at the new sensation, but his trust in Scott much 


stronger than his fear of the unknown. "Yes.." Mark surrendered. 


Scott sucked on his earlobe before pulling away, dipping his head to kiss Mark's belly, then up to draw his 
tongue over Mark's neck, then biting lightly at a nipple. He was careful to stay away from Mark's body, not 
wanting to give him a hint of where the next caress would come. He bent his head and dragged his hair along 


Mark's inner thighs, then up the length of his shaft. 


Mark arched up, gasping and reaching blindly for Scott, just missing his hair. The blindness added a new 
dimension of excitement, as if Scotts touch wasn't enough in of itself. His hands fisted in the sheet, muscles 
bunching, his body beginning to tremble. 


Scott smiled at his response, gratified, and leaned up to kiss Mark's mouth before drawing back and taking the 
tip of Mark's shaft in his mouth, sucking hard before releasing it. "Good?" he asked, running a hand lightly down 


Mark's side, brushing his fingers over his stomach and down, just missing Mark's arousal. 


"Fuck yeah," Mark hissed, cock jumping when Scott's hand moved near it, although it was still bypassed. He 
smiled a bit then. "But you're still going to have to tell me when and how you came up with this later..much 


later." His entire body throbbed, anticipating the next touch. 


Scott chuckled softly. "Its not an original concept," he breathed in Mark's ear. He laid down beside Mark, not 
touching him, then taking his hand in his mouth, sucking Mark's fingers in one by one, as his fingers teased 
Mark's palm. When he finished with each finger, he kissed and licked along Mark's palm, his inner wrist, and all 
the way up to the inside of his elbow, before letting go and getting off the bed. A moment later Scotts finger 


was pressed at Mark's entrance, slick and sliding in easily. 


Mark's body tightened and he involuntarily squeezed Scott's finger before relaxing. He sighed when it began to 
move in him, it had been a while since Scott had done this too. It had been too long since he'd given over to 
Scott, but circumstances had been preventing it, tonight was different, and he was glad for it. Mark smiled and 
reached for Scott's other hand, his own floating over the bed. "I want you," he whispered. "Don't make me wait 


forever." 


Scott clasped Mark's hand and inserted another finger, maneuvering his hand and crooking his fingers to find 
Mark's sweet spot deep inside. "How's that?" he whispered. He enclosed Mark's shaft in his warm mouth, then 
drew off, blowing lightly on his skin 


Mark groaned his name, reaching for Scott's hair with his free hand. "Don't stop," he hissed. "So damn good, 


Scott. Tell me you're going to love me..please, tell me that” 


"I do love you," Scott whispered. He kissed Mark's shaft, drawing his tongue along it. "But I'm not going to fuck 
you tonight... I'm going to let my fingers do that" He slowly pressed a third finger inside Mark, lowering his 


mouth over his shaft, beginning to rise and fall over him. 


Mark raised his legs, both hands wrapping in Scott's hair, hiding his disappointment that Scott didn't want him 
that way even as he pushed up into Scotts mouth. This was still more than good, Scott's mouth was stil 
warm and wet and his tongue could work wonders, especially in conjunction with his fingers. Mark's passion 
increased as the pleasure from Scott's touch pushed him higher, made him harder. "Suck me faster, Scott, 


faster," he panted, the next words slipping out on their own "Fuck me harder, make me come for you." 


Scott did as Mark asked, increasing his tempo as he sucked on Mark, his fingers thrusting in and out rapidly, 
making sure to caress that special spot with every thrust. He ceased the teasing, focusing instead on the 
result, taking Mark in as deeply as he could. His thumb came up to rub just underneath Mark's balls, while his 
free hand cupped them, squeezing gently, waiting for the tension that would signal release. 


Mark's moans ran into one another and he tried not to thrust up into Scott's mouth, instead his fingers 
clenching tighter in Scott's hair. "Fuck, Scott," he felt his balls tighten, his body wild from the stimulation 
"Now," he breathed, grasping Scott's shoulder, fingers digging in, "coming now!" His hips moved up, quick the 
first couple times, then slow and unsteady as his release finished flowing out. He reached up slowly and pulled 
the scarf away, looking for Scotts eyes as he took deep breaths, lips still parted and panting. 


Scott let him fall slowly out of his mouth, feeling his own cock throb at the look of delirious satisfaction on 
Mark's face. He slowly pulled out his fingers, then crept up Mark's body, crushing their mouths together. His 
hand came up to cup Mark's cheek as he rubbed his arousal against Mark's thigh. "So did you like it?" he 


growled in Mark's ear. 


Mark licked Scott's lips, then Scotts tongue, smiling. "You just felt and tasted how much." He rubbed his lips 
over Scotts, keeping his eyes on Scotts. "I love being with you." 


Scott smiled and kissed him again, softer this time, biting softly at his lips. "The feeling is mutual," he returned. 
"I love the way you respond to me" He nuzzled against Mark's face, scraping lightly at Mark's jaw with his 
teeth. 


Mark turned on his side, taking Scott with him, dropping kisses on Scott's face and neck. "You know just how to 


touch me. Now tell me how you want me to touch you." 
Scott grinned as he returned the kisses, and turned Mark's words on him. "You decide." 


Mark smiled and picked up the scarf. "It's nice, lets see if you like it” He tied it carefully behind Scott's head, 
mindful not to catch Scotts hair in it, then caught Scott's earlobe between his teeth, biting and sucking. He 
rubbed his chin against Scotts neck, dragging it down to his shoulder. He took a patch of skin between his lips, 
sucking softly, bringing the blood to the surface of it, bruising him but not breaking the skin 


Mark moved down, finding Scotts nipples, laving and sucking each, then licking a path down to Scott's stomach. 
He licked the head of Scott's shaft and moved around to his inner thighs, spreading Scott's legs wider and 
rubbing his head against Scotts balls as he sucked the tender skin. He sighed in satisfaction when he lifted his 
head, seeing another small bruise and turned his attention to the other thigh. 


Scott shivered and jumped at the brush of Mark's hair, and gasped softly as the pleasure/pain of Mark's 
focused sucking. "Getting a bit territorial, aren't we?" he breathed, trying not to tremble too much at the 
heightened sensation of Mark's mouth. He could feel every breath, every suck, every scrape of teeth as if it 
were magnified, focused, making him react to the slightest touch. 


"You don't belong to me?" Mark questioned between sucks. "You aren't mine?" After a third spot had been 
stamped, Mark lifted his head. "I think you are." He found Scotts balls, licking the soft skin He took each in his 
mouth, rolling his tongue over them. He licked his way up Scotts shaft, sucking the head softly when he got 
there, tasting Scot's readiness. "Are you ready?" he asked Scott softly. 


Scott's coherence was quickly retreating, replaced by soft whimpers and cries as Mark caressed his shaft. 
"Yesss," he hissed, rolling his head back in pleasure. Then, "Mark.." His fingers danced across Mark's face. "You 


don't need to make me yours; l'm already yours." 


Mark smiled up at him. "But | like making sure anyone else who may get close knows you belong to someone.” 
He took Scott in his mouth then, licking and sucking. He hummed against Scott's shaft, bringing a hand up to 
apply more pressure. His nails weren't long enough, but he dragged the fingertips of his free hand over Scotts 
hip, then up to caress his nipple. His mouth stopped moving when he reached the top again, sucking the head 
between his pursed lips, hand still stroking rapidly. 


Scott twisted underneath him, panting cries escaping from his mouth as Mark's hands moved over him, his 
own hands clenching at the sheets. "Mark," he breathed, arching up, “touch me." 


Mark pulled off Scott completely, pulling at Scott's hands. He sat down on the bed, encouraging Scott to rise. 


"Get up, on your knees." He put his hands on Scotts hips, taking him back in his mouth, hands sliding around to 
Scott's ass, letting Scott set the pace, keeping his lips tight. 


Scott trembled, senses on the highest alert as he felt the exposure of the air all around him. His hands found 
Mark's shoulders, gripping and caressing, using him as an anchor as he began to understand what Mark wanted. 
A moan came from deep inside of him as he thrust lightly in Mark's mouth, pressing his ass back against 
Mark's hands as he withdrew, then going in again, beginning to find a rhythm. 


Mark cut his eyes up at Scott, seeing the pleasure on Scott's face. He moved his tongue around Scott's shaft, 
lowering one hand, rubbing his knuckle against Scott's entrance, but not going in, giving him a touch of external 


stimulation. He began to hum against Scotts shaft again, rubbing his palm over Scott's ass. 


Scotts head bowed and his breathing grew heavy as he pushed back against Mark's hand, seeking the 
stimulation. "More, Mark, please," he sighed, shivering and sweating at the rising excitement, his hands running 


along Mark's shoulders and neck, brushing over his head. "Touch me more.." 


Mark took his hand off Scott's cheeks, continuing to stimulate his hole. He drew back from Scotts shaft, 
kissing it softly. "Stay right here," he told him, getting off the bed and grabbing the lube, quickly coming back 
and getting two of his fingers slick. He took Scott in his mouth again, spreading Scotts legs a little further, a 
finger slipping in easily. He stroked in and out of Scott, sucking harder on his cock. He worked a second finger in, 


turning them and stroking, searching for Scotts spot. He knew he had it when Scott gasped and shoved into his 
mouth. He tilted his head so Scott could slide against his throat easier. 


Scott's voice rose as he clutched at Mark's head, thrusting into his mouth, his jaw clenching as he fought to 
keep from pushing in too far. "Fuck.. oh shit, Mark," he gritted out, face tense as his legs trembled beneath 
him, his movements almost beyond control. "FUCK.. oh.. oh Mark, wanna come," he gasped, fingers digging into 


Mark's shoulders, hard enough to leave bruises. 


Mark's fingers moved faster and he put a hand back on Scotts ass, pushing it, encouraging Scotts thrusts 
into his mouth. He pursed his lips as tightly as he could, ready to swallow Scott down, his own excitement 
beginning again at Scott's reactions to him. He pressed harder inside Scott, wanting to send him over to the 


same place Scott had taken him. 


Scott cried out and gave himself over to it, thrusting hard into Mark's mouth as he came, clenching around 
Mark's fingers as the orgasm exploded from within him. He shook and thrust erratically, feeling Mark's mouth 
sucking the last of it from him, until there was nothing left. He leaned heavily against Mark's shoulders, feeling 
his legs begin to give out, drawing in gasping breaths as he began to sink down. 


Mark caught Scott, pulling him into his lap, soft kisses against his hair. He pulled the makeshift blindfold off and 
cuddled Scott to his chest, locking his arms around him and finding Scott's hands, twining their fingers together. 
"Did you like it?" he asked softly. "Did you like having to feel instead of see?" 


"Yes," Scott whispered, smiling at the feeling of safety brought by Mark's arms around him, nuzzling into his 


neck and kissing him there. "I'm sorry, | got carried away, | didn't mean to go at you so hard." 


Mark let out a low laugh. "It's okay, | didn't mind. If | had, | wouldn't have had you do it that way." He looked 
over the sheets, swallowing, the slightest taste of Scott on the back of his tongue. "No clean up tonight at 
least" His lips rubbed against Scott's forehead. "How about you, | didn't really hurt you with those bruises, did 


|?" 


Scott chuckled, a post-coital haze still surrounding his senses. "You can mark me as yours anytime." He tugged 
at Mark, encouraging him to lay on the bed, then curling up with his back to Mark's chest, holding Mark's 


arms around him. "That was *really* amazing," he said, squeezing Mark's hands. 


Mark smiled, kissing the back of Scott's neck. "Yes, it was, | guess | only wondered why you didn't want me like 
| thought you would." 


Scott smiled and admitted, "It's not that | didn't want you, | just wanted to see if you'd do the same to me 
that | did to you." He shrugged. "Felt like doing something a little different. You don't mind, do you?" His brow 


creased a little. 


"No, not at all," Mark assured him. "It was a nice change." He kissed Scott's shoulder and pulled him tighter. "I 
like snuggling with you, too." 


Scott smiled again and raised one of Mark's hands to kiss the palm. "I do, too. I'm glad we can be like this, 


Mark.. I'm glad we can share this together and have it work" He closed his eyes. "You mean the world to me." 


Mark sighed silently and closed his eyes, thinking of the things to come. "You're one of the biggest parts of my 
world and that won't change. | love you." He lifted up and looked at the clock. "| need to set the alarm." 


Scott grumbled under his breath. "What for?" 


Mark paused, not wanting to tell him, but needing to. "Vicky's coming in for the awards show and | need to be 


in my room when she gets here." 


Scotts eyes opened and he felt a sudden pain in his chest. "| thought she wasn't going to be coming out any 


more," he whispered. 
Mark closed his eyes and hugged Scott tightly, Scott's distress evident. "It's an awards thing, not a show. She's 
always come out for these, and April is coming, too, so | couldn't make her stay at home. She'll be leaving the 


next morning." 


Scott was quiet, his fingers brushing absently over Mark's, trying to understand and trying to suppress the 


realization that he would be, once again, the only one alone. 


"Are you okay?" Mark asked quietly. He moved to the other side of Scott, facing him, and lifted his chin, kissing 


him softly. "It's just for a day." 


Scott forced a smile. "Yeah, just a day." He bent his head to Mark's chest. "There's a hearing for Hillaree's case 


Tomorrow." 
Mark pulled him closer. "lm sorry. | hate that this is still going on, Scott, think you're going to be okay?" 
He shrugged. "Just means I'll be on the phone with lawyers all day." 


"You know you don't have to go tomorrow night if you don't think you're up to it," Mark offered. He began to 
rub Scotts back softly. "Ill take care of everything.” 


Scott put an arm around Mark's waist and snuggled in closer. "Nah, itll be a good distraction" He smiled tightly. 
"Nothing like an awards show to take your mind off your problems." 


"Not when you know you're accepting one at least," Mark laughed. His fingers ran up and down Scotts spine, 
going lower each trip until they ran along the crack of Scott's ass, too. "You have a nicer ass than mine," he 


smiled, trying to lighten the mood again, the one that had been broken at the mention of Vicky, and then 


Hillaree. 


Scott grinned and let his hand slide down to Mark's. "I know." He gave Mark's ass a squeeze. "I think | grabbed 


bone." 
"Ouch, | think you did, too," Mark teased. "You might have to kiss it and make it better later.” 
Scott took a deep breath and nuzzled into Mark's chest with a small smile. "| love you. Bony ass and all. 


'| love you, too, and my ass isn't all bone." Mark reached around and squeezed each his own cheeks. "Yeah, 
there's a little meat there," he grinned. 


Scott bit playfully at Mark's chest, scraping his teeth over the skin. "There's a little, | think all the rest went 


to your arms." He chuckled. He rubbed his face against Mark's chest. "Your skin is like velvet." 


"Ahem." Mark cleared his throat. "I think some went to at least one other place, too." He stroked Scotts arm, 


his fingers causing the hair to rise on them. "I like the contrast between us." 
Scott chuckled. "Jacob and Esau, huh? Except we aren't brothers." He made a face. 


"We're more," Mark smiled. He moved down wedging his head between Scotts chin and chest. "You hold me this 


time." 


Scott smiled and closed his arms around Mark's shoulders, brushing his lips over Mark's cropped hair. "We 


don't do this very often, do we?" he noted, rubbing at Mark's back with his thumbs. He brought a leg over 


Mark's hips and made sure Mark's neck fit comfortably over his arm. "It's nice." 
"Yeah, it is," Mark sighed. "Fuck the alarm, I'll wake up," he whispered. 


Scott smiled and closed his eyes, allowing his fingers to drift over Mark's skin until their breathing fell deep 


and easy in sleep. 


* 
December 3, 2002, Los Angeles, CA 


Scott exited the elevator and saw Mark and Flip and their girls standing in the lobby. He waved a hand at them 
and approached. "Hey guys! Ready to go? Let's go win an award!" 


Mark knew as soon as he saw him, then heard him, something was very, very wrong. He looked at Flip and 
found Flip looking at him, the same expression of horror and disbelief on his face. Mark's eyes squinted shut 
when Scott got close enough that he could smell the alcohol. He looked at Flip again, and then back at Scott. 


"Scott, how much have you been drinking?" 


Scott smiled and shrugged. "Jus' a little. Had to take the edge off. Hey Vicky!" He stepped forward and gave her 
a hug. "You look great. You know, you've got a good guy in Mark, | hope you know how lucky you are to have 


him. 


Mark took Scott's arm, leading him toward the elevator, after Vicky hugged him back and mumbled that yeah, 
she knew. "Come on, Scott, | think you forgot to brush your hair, let's go upstairs and take care of it” 


Scott followed him as he reached up and ran his fingers through his hair. "Nahhh, it's fine. Why are we going 
back upstairs? We're going to be late!" 


Mark pushed him into the elevator as soon as the doors opened, casting a look at the others when they were 


in. "Just go with me, we'll talk when we get to your room," he said, voice tight with embarrassment. 
Scott frowned. "What's wrong, Mark? Is my hair that bad?" 


"It looks like you just got up and you smell like a distillery!" Mark hissed as he paced, willing the elevator to 


move faster. 
‘Oh... maybe | brushed it before my nap." A puzzled look crossed his face as his hand went to his hair again 


Mark closed his eyes and shook his head. "Nap? It's more likely you passed out," he muttered, relieved when 
the doors opened. He stopped in front of Scots door. "You do have your key, don't you?" 


Scott pulled it from his pocket. "Right here!" 


Mark took it and opened the door, gesturing to Scott. "After you," he said, rolling his eyes. 
Scott went in and looked in the mirror. "Oops. Yeah, guess | forgot to brush." He chuckled. 


Mark walked up behind him. "I think maybe you should just stay here tonight, take another *nap*. Flip and | 


can accept the award and cover for you." 
Scott frowned. "Why would | do that? | wanna go, Mark. | wanna tell all our fans how much they mean to us." 


Mark ran a hand over his head, trying to stay patient. "You're in no shape to do anything, Scott. You're drunk 
off your ass and everyone with eyes will be able to see it! Just do us all, including yourself, a favor and sit 
this one out, okay?" 


"But | want to go." Scott's lower lip began to tremble a little. "I've been talking to fuckin’ lawyers all day an’ you 


were with Vicky and | wanna go to the ceremony and get an award so | can feel better, Mark. Please?" 


"Do not start crying, Scott," Mark warned, but immediately felt bad. "Look," he cajoled, "how about if | come 
back afterwards and tell you about it. I'll wake you up if you're asleep and I'll give you your award" Mark knew 
he couldn't really stop him, but maybe he could bribe him into staying. "And Vicky is leaving tomorrow." 


"But you'll be gone for *hours* and I'll be here by myself and | want to see all the people and hear them 


clapping. You'll get to go to the parties and have fun and smile for pictures and | wanna go too." 


Mark closed his eyes, giving it one last shot. "Please? | just don't think you know how drunk you are, Scott, and 
| don't want you to say or do anything that could embarrass you." 


"lim *fine*, Mark, promise I'll be good," he pled. "I won't even drive. But the limo driver will be driving so it's all 


okay, see? Everybody will be fine." 

Mark looked at him, he'd tried to talk him out of it, Scott would just have to suck this one up when he was 
sober. "Whatever. Let's just go and get this over with." He walked out, leaving Scott to catch up, and knowing 
how pissed Flip was going to be when they got back downstairs. 


"Yay! Thank you, Mark!" Scott ran to catch up with him, grabbing his hand and then hugging him. "I love you." 


Mark pushed him away, eyes wide. "Hey! None of that tonight, do you understand me? We're going out in public 


and Vicky is going to be with us, no more.” 


Scott pouted. "Fine, party pooper." He pushed Mark and then ran for the elevators. "| beat youl” he crowed 
when he reached them, then put a hand on the wall. "Whoa, l'm dizzy now." 


Mark smiled grimly, thinking Scott was going to throw up before they got downstairs..maybe then he'd realize 


he was too drunk to go out. Mark punched the button. "I bet you are. No more running either, lim not carrying 
you around. And | think Flip and | should do all the talking tonight, I'll let you know when its your turn to say 
thank you." 


Scott giggled. "You never talk. It's funny. | bet people would never think how dirty you can talk to me, ‘cause 
you never say anything to them." 


Mark's eyes narrowed. "I told you not to say anything else like that. And it's not that | may not want to talk, | 
just don't often get the chance, do |?" He leaned over and ran his fingers through Scotts hair and straightened 
his collar. "Stand up straight and don't slouch, that shirt is tight enough as it is.” 


lm not gonna say anything in front of Vicky," Scott scoffed. "C'mon, trust me a litle." He straightened his 
jacket and stood up straight. "See? l'm good" 


"You better be." Mark walked straight up to Flip when they got off the elevator. "I tried, let's just do this." He 
grabbed Vicky's hand and led the way out the door, into the limo, staring out the window until he heard a 
stumbling noise. He turned and saw Scott sliding across the seat, quickly going back to the scenery outside the 


window. 


